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PREFACE. 


HO’ that Variety of Thought and 
Humour which is ufual in free 
Governments, has been generally ob- 
ferv’d to furnifh the Exgisfh Writers: of 
Comedy with Advantages above thofe of 


any other Nation ; yet fince the Chief 
of them have not fcrupl’d to borrow 
fometimes fiom Moliere, they have, 
by thus acknowledging his Merit, made 
it unneceflary to offer any Thing ‘ir 
excufeof the following Tranflation. In 
which the Original is follow’d as ftritly 
as poffible,. which perhaps it muft not 
have been, if intended for the Stage. 
The French Drama is indeed very dif- 
ferent from ‘ours. Our Writers choofing 
to negleét the Mechani¢k Beauties, have 
commonly introduc’d more Perfons than 
were neceflary ; divided the — 
iWVNOCL nder- 





PREFACE. 
Under-plots ; multiply’d the Incidents; 
lengthen’d the Time beyond a due Pro. 
portion ; and fhifted the Scene 
in the fame A&, and to very diftant Pla. 
ces: Yet they fhine wonderfully in the 
Dialogue and Raillery ; and, depending 
wholly on the Force and Spirit of their 
Writing, have thoughe it no Defeé not 
to be e({teem’d the moft regular Builders. 

The French, on the other Hand, chief- 
ly valuing themfelves upon Criticifm, in 
which they are allow’d to excel, have 
been very regular intheStru€ture of their 
Plots : That of the following Comedy is 
form’d with an open Plainnefs, and Sim- 

hicity ,. which, when there is no:Genius 
anting im the Execution, has'certainly 

a proper Grace. There.are but Three Per- 
fons introduc’d in the Firlt AG ; Fwo of 
em continue the whole Fimieo:: The 
Place is notchang’dthroughout thewhole 
Play; and what the - the Liasfom des 
Ssenes is obferwd fo: ftriGtly , that the 
Stage is notonce left by all the: Perfons 
together, exceptiat the:End‘of:an AG. § 

But thefe, it mitt be own’d are Beau- 
ties of an inferiopRank. Wao tamales this 
Piece: much more:confderable, #s:the: re. 
mat kable¥.cin.of goodSenfeand'genteel 

~1obal Converfation 
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PREFACE. 
Converfation that runs thro’ it, without 
any Mixture of low Humour; and efpe- 
cially the Part of Avce/tes, which onemay 
almoft venture to fay wou’d have been 
fpoil’d in any Hand but Moliere’s, It re- 
quir’d a Judgment of the fineft Diftinc- 
tion, to reprefent in fuch lively Colours 
the Infirmity of a Man of the juiteft Senfe, 
who is always angry without Brutality, 
and a bold Speaker without Malice or ill 
Manners. ‘There is befides, in thisand 
the Part of Celimene, if I may be allow’d 
to borrowa Word from Painting, the 
fineft Contraft,or — of Charac- 
ter,that coud poffibly have been invent- 
ed. Her Wit, which is her only good 
Quality, needs a Pardon ; while hi 
Faults are beautiful; andthat too gre 
Severity of Talte:which unfits him ‘fort 
the World, qualifies: him: to make the: 
trueft'RefleCtions wpow it imaginable : 
For which: too the Poet: has judicioufly 
prepar’d him, by a Law Suit, to keep: 
him conftantly ‘out of Humour, and: 
fhew him inthe flrongeft Lights, | 

Tt:is.certain that the defign’d: 
this. for’. the. Entertainment’ of the 
better Sorc of Judges’;:and he-fueceed> 
ed.in. it accordingly; For Rapin, the 

exacteft 
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exaCteft Critick of his Nation, and who 
frequently treats his Country-men with 
the utmoft Severity, declares, that in 
his Opinion the M:/antrope isthe moft 
finifh’d, and yet the moft fingular Cha- 
racter that was ever brought upon the 
Stage. And the beftof their Poets, Boi- 
leau, even when he cenfures Moliere for 
too much Humouring the People in 
fome of his Farces, marks out this Co- 
medy as a Model of the beft kind. 


* Dans ce Sac ridicule ou Scapin f‘enveloppe 
Fe we reconnois plus Auteur du Mifantrope, 


"On the other Hand, the Crowd of the 
Audience were very little Entertain’d at 
the firft three Reprefentations of it. They 
look’d for no Pleafure but the grofs Diver- ‘ 
fion of Laughing, and were. difappointed : 


» in meeting with fometing too refin’d for: 





their Tafte; forhatat the fourth Time of | 
© its Acting, the Author was fore’d to give 
5, *em.what they lik’d better, one of his: 
) worft Farces at the End of it. By this’! 
| Means however, they: were brought:to 
be acquainted with it by degrees,and had 
learn’d to like it fo well, ‘that oe 
| ime - 
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PREFACE. 
Time there was no need of the Farce, 
but the Méfantrope was receiv’d with 
the general Applaufe of the Town, as 
it had before gain’d that of the Court 
and the beft Judges. 

And this may ferve to excufe the Au- 
thor’s trifling a little in that fhort Scene 
at the End of the Fourth A&, where 
Alceftes’s Foot-man delivers a Meflage to 
his Mafter. ‘The Saucy Pertnefs of a 
French Valet de Chambre may make 
itfeem not unnatural; and the Light- 
nefs of the Humour was probably 
intended to relieve the Gravity of the 
Scene immediately preceding tt. | 

When I mention’d the Difference beam 
tween the French Stage and ours,Iought 
to have taken Notice that this Comedy 
is intirely written in Rhyme. But 
tho’ Cuftom may have eftablifh’d that 
Efleminate Practice among them, and 

B Moliere has fhewna Facility in it which 
is indeed Wonderful, there was no Rea- 
fon why it fhould be follow’d in aTranf- 
lation. It was therefore thought a more 
likely Way of doing Juftice to his 
Thoughts, to turn ’em into Profe = 
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PREFACE. 


foch an Air as fhou’d appear more Na 
tural for Dialogue and Converfation. 
There is one thing which I hope eve- 
ry Reader will obferve, that, notwith- 
ftanding the jult Cenfure Dramatick 
Poetry has frequently incurr’d by the 
Loofenefs of fome Writers, who in 
their Plays have tranfcrib’d their own 
Manners, there is nothing in this Co. 
medy but what is Decent, Moral, and 
Inftru&tive. I wifh we had no Occafion 
to be taught by our Neighbours in this. 
Bur fince we have often appear’d fo fond 
of learning their Follies, why may we 
not without Offence, recommend the 
Imitation of their Vertues; And as our 
beft Writers excell moft of theirs in Wit, 
they may ata very cheap Rate, if they. 
pleafe, equal ’em in Regularity and De 
corum. | 
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Mifantrope : 
OR 


MAN-HATER: 





AC Til, 


Scene, Celimene's Lodgings. 


Philintes and Alceftes.. . 


Phil. HE Matterthen ?——what 

ails you? pe | 

, Alceft, Pray will you leave 
me. 


Phil. Nay, but tell me,—~ what a Hu- 
mour——— 

Alceft. Ifay leave me; be gone out o’my 
Sight. 

Phil. Methinks you might hear one at 
leaft; without being Angry. 

Alcef. 1 will be Angry, and I wo’nt 
hear. , — Phil, 
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Phil. Well, for my part, I can’t com. 
prehend you in your Splenetick Fits—And 
tho’ you're my Friend, I muft tell you— 

Alceft. I your Friend? — pray cancel me 
that Name. ‘Tis true, Ive hitherto pro- 
fefS'd my felf fo: But after what I ‘ve 
juft now difcover’d in you, I tell you 
plainly I’m your Friend no longer—No— 
Pll have no fhare ina Corrupt Heart. 

Phil. Then you think, Alcefes, that Lam 
much to blame? 

Alceft. To blame ? — You ought to blufh 
to Death. Such an Action admits no Ex- 
cufe; and every honeft Man mutt be Scan- 
daliz'd at it... Didn't 1 fee you almoft 
Stifle him with your Carefles, proteft the 
aft Tendernefs for him, hug him with all 

Tranfport of Oaths, Proteftations, 

s— And when I ask’d who this Man 
of Merit was— you cou'd fcarce tell me his 
Name ; your Zeal for him was gone the 
Moment he left you ; and you treated him 
to me with all the Contempt imagina- 
ble.—The Devil! ’Tis fuch a Bafe, Cow- 
ardly, Scandalous Thing! fuch a_Profti- 
tution! fuch a Betraying one’s Soul !— And 
for my Part, cowdI have, beet fuch a 
Wretch as to wrong my Confcience fo, I 
fhou’d hang my felf for Shame the. next 
Minute. : 

Phil. Troth, I cant think ic fuch a 
Eanging-matter; and you muft Pardon 

nr, 
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the, if, notwithftanding your Sentence, I 
fhew a little Tendernefs to my own dear 
Perfon; and make bold, with Submiffion, 
not to hang my felf. 

Aleeft. Pox 0 your awkard Jefting : 

Phil. But ferioufly, what woud you 
have a Man do? 

Alcef. Do? be fincere, and 
do as every -honeft Man fhou'd ; fay no- 
thing but what comes from his Heart. 

Phil, But when a Perfon runs to em- 
brace you wich Rapture, why fhourd not you 
repay him in the fame Coin; return his 
Ardour; give him Offer. for. Offer, and 
Oath for Oath ? 

Alcef. No ; I deteft that fneaking Wa 
which your Men of Fafhion affect ; an 
nothing is to me fo naufeous as the Gri 
mace-and Cant of your great Protefters, 
thofe affable, frivolous, Embracing Rafcals ; 
thofe obliging Speech-makers about no- 
thing, that confound all Civilities,» and 
treat a Man of Merit and a Block-head 
with the: fame Air. What are you the 
better far the Careffes of a Man who ha- 
ving Sworn all the Friendfhip, Zeal, Ef- 
teem and Affection for you imaginable, 
and harangu’d you with a glorious Enco- 
mium. on your own Perfeétions, runs im- 
mediately .and does the very fame to the 
next Scoundrel he meets ? No, — He mutt 
have a pitiful Soul that coud like fuch 

B2 pro- 
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» proftituted Efteem ; The riobleft loofes i 
-Relifh, the Moment we-find our felve; & 
<fank’d with all the World. dn fhort, Ef 
teem muft be founded on Preference; 
and to éfteem every body, is to efteem no 
sbody. Therefore Sir, fince you're. pleas 
to {wim with the Current of thefe Rafcally 
*Times —Ive done with you, d'ye fee; | 
~throw you back your tavith Complaifance 
, that makes no Diftin@ions : — I'll be dif. 
-tinguifh’d ; and to end all in a Word—— 
_A Friend to Mankind is not a Friend for me. 
Pdil. But Cuftom obliges us, while we 
slive.in the World, to pay fome outward 
_Civilities. 
Alceff. I deny it. We fhou’d for ever 
phanifh this Scandalous Trade of counter. 
eit Friendfhips. I wou'd have every one 
a Man, and let his Heart always ap- 
; pear in his Difcourfe. Let the Man him- 
felf {peak, and never mafque his Thoughts 
under empty Compliments. 
Péil. But there are a thoufand Occafions 
4n which an abfolute Freedom wou’'d be 
-tidiculous and infufferable; And — beg- 
ging Pardon of your Autterity —— Lfay, 
"tis good to conceal what's in one’s. Heart. 
Where.wou'd be the Senfe, for God’s fake, 
-or Decorum, to tell a cthonfand People 
what you think of ‘em? And, if I meet 
with one I hate or. defpife, muft I needs 
acquaint him with it prefently ? 
flceft. Yes. : Phil, 
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Phil. How ? —— You'd tell old Emilia, I 

® warrant you, that to fet up for Beauty at 
her Age is Monftrous? -and that her Paint- - 
ing is a Scandal to the whole Town 2 

Alceft. Moft certainly: 

Pbil. And Dorilas, that he’sa troublefome * 
| coxcomb, and chat chere is not an Ear ac” 
Court which he» has’ne’ tird over and: 
over with the Boafts of his Bravery and of + 
the Splendor of his Race? : 

dleeft. Very rights « 

Phil. Why fure you are not in earneft ? 
Alef. Yamin earneft. I’m too much 
fhook’d, to give Quarter toany Body. The’ 
Court, the City,:afford nothing: but Ob- 
jects to provoke one’s Spleen. It. fills mey 

with all the: Diftafte and Chagrin in -¢ 
World, to fee at what Rate-Men lead the 
Lives. Nothing to be‘found every where,bu 
bafe Flattery, Injuftice, Self-Intereft, Trea- 
chery and Cheating! ——- S’Death! I can’t 
bear it;. I'm out-of all Patience 7 and I 
have-taken up:a ‘Refolution co ‘Stem the, 
Tide againft all Mankind. 

Phil. Phoo ——’tis too Savage, your 
fplenetick Philofophy. I can’ . forbear ~ 
Hughing when I fee you in your dark Fits ; 
and methinks ycu and: I who were broughe 
up together, are for allthe World like the 
_ Brothers, Igad,* in Méliere’s:.* Play;. 
that 

“"L’ Ecole des Marts. 
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Alceft. Confound your dull Comparifons, 

Phil. No but ferioufly; let me advife 
you to leave your eternal Wrangling — 
D’ye think you'll mend the World by ’t? 
No——And fince you adore Freedom fo 
much, I'll be very free with you ; and tell 
you, that this Difeafe of yours furnithes no- 
thing but Mirth whereever you go ; and 
that in fhort, fuch furious Tranfports a- 
gainft the Manners of the Age, have turn’d 
he into Ridicule among a great many 

eople. 

Alceft. So much the better, — Gadzooks, 
fo much the better ;—’tis a good Sign, and 
I-rejoyce at it heartily. Ithink all Men fo 
very odious and intolerable, that I fhou’d 
néver forgive my felf the Shame of being 

Bught Wife by ‘em. 

Phil. You with very illto human Nature. 
‘ Alceft. Edo, I have the utmoft Averfion 

or it. 

Phil. What, for all poor Mortals with- 
out exception? Is there Nothing good in 
the prefent Age ? 

Alceft. No, ~ — Ihate all Men; Some 
for being wicked, and the reft for being 
complaifant to em, and for not exprefling 
that vigorous and noble Hatred which 
Vice ought-to raife in every vertuous Soul. 
And for an Inftance of this unjuft:and ex- 
ceflive Complaifance, fee how much of 
it is beftow’d on the Villain thac’s at me 

with 
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with me! You difcover plainly the Trai- 
tor in fpight of his Adafque, and he’s every 
where as notorious as poffible. His. rowl- 
ing Eyes and foft Whine impofe only on 
Strangers. "Tis known how this Varlet 
that iolenes Hanging has thruft himfelf 
into the World by the moft fcandalous Em- 
ployments ; to which he owes all that 
Splendor of Fortune, which makes Merit 
cry fhame, and Vertue blufh. Whatever 
vile Names he’s every where loaded with, 
his miferable Reputation has not one Ad- 
vocate fo fhamelefs as to defend it. Call 
him Cheat, Rogue, curfed Villain --+ all 
the World joyns in it emine contradicentg 
And yet --- his Grimace isevery whe 

welcome ; People entertain him ; laugh 


his Jefts; He worms himfelf into all™ 


Company; And if there’s any Party- 
Caufe, or Place to be contended for, he 
carries it againft the beft Man i’the World. 
Death othe Devil! --- Thefe are mortal 
Wounds to me; I can’t live and {ee Vice 
treated with Ceremony. --- And ia fhort, 
I'm almoft ready to fly into fome Defart, 
and Abdicate all human kind. 

Phi]. Lord ! What need we be in fuch Pain 
about the Manners of the Age? let’s be a 
licele more favourable to Humane Nature, 
not examine it with fuch extreme Severity, 
but view its Faults at leaft with fome Ten- 

B 4 dernefs. 
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The MISANTROPE. 


dernefs. We fhou’d have, while we are in 
the World, a Vertue that is converfable ; 
Wifdom it felf may betray us into a Fault; 
perfeé& Reafon flies Extreams, and requires 
us to be wife with Temper. That in- 
flexible Stiffnefs of the old Vertue, clathes 
too much with Cuftom and the prefent 
Age : It exaéts from mortal Men too ex- 
alted a Perfection: one muft bend a little 
to the Times ; andto fet up for a Cor- 
rector of the World, is as great a piece of 
Folly as any. I obferve every Day, as 
well as you, a hundred things that woud 
be better in another Courfe; but tho’ Iam 
not blindto ‘em, you never fee me ina 
Rage, as you are. I am content to take 
Men as they are; I practice my felf to 
bear with their Adtions, and I believe 
that at Court as well as in the City, my 
Bhlesm is as good Philofophy as your 
oler. 

~ Alceft. But this Phlegm, that is fo fine a 
Reafoner, is it never to be provok’d? Sup- 
‘pofe -you happen to be betray'd by a 
Friend, or there’s a Trick plaid to get your 
Eftate, or villainous Reports are given out 
againft you, can you fuffer all this with- 
out being in a Paffion ? 

Phil. Yes; thofe Faults which put you 
into a Ferment, I look upon as Vices in- 
corporate with Human Nature; And in 
fhort, 1am no more difcompos’d to rr a 

an 
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Man that’s a Cheat, that’s Unjuft, or De- 
figning ; than to fee a Vulture ravenous 
after Prey, a Monkey doing Mifchief,- 
or a Wolf full of Rage and Fiercenefs. 

Alceft. Very well! I fhall fee my felf 
betray’d, robb’d, tore to Pieces, and yet 
not——S'death! I'll fay no more on’t, ’tis 
a Reafoning fo full of Impertinence. 

Phil, Good faith youll do well to be 
filent. I wifh you'd fhine a little lefS.a- 
gainft your Adverfary, and mind your 
Suit more. 

Alceft. Pofitively not I. 

Phil. Why! who woud yow have your 
Sollicitor ? 

Alceft. Who? ---Reafon, my Right, Es 


= | 
Phil. Then you don’t defign to wait o 
the Judge ? 

Alceft. For what? Is my Caufe unjuft, 
or doubrful ? 

Phil. Idon’t fay ’tis. But Law-Suits are 
vexatious, and 

Alcef#. No, Im refolv'd not to ftir a 
Step. Perhaps ’min the wrong, perhaps 
I'm in the right. 

Phil. Don’t be too confident. 

Alceft. Vil not move. 

Phil. Your Antagonift is powerful, and 
by his Party may procure a 

Alcef. No matter. 

Phil, Yow ll find your felf miftaken. 

Alcest. 
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Alcest. Vil venture that. 

Phil. But 

Alces#. Vil have the Pleafure to lofe my 
Caufe. 

Phil. Yet afcer all 

Alcest. Vil fee by this Trial whether 
Men dare be fo impudently wicked and 
perverfe as to do me Injuftice in the Face of 
the World. 

Phil. What a ftrange Man! 

Alces#. And I shall be glad to fay, cof 
what it will, that I loft my Caufe for the 
Goodnefs of it. 

Phil. In earneft, Alceftes, every Body 
will laugh at you,if you talk thus. 

Alcest. Let ’°em—, -the Laughers will 
have the wort. 


MePéil.. But pray — as to this Redtitude 
pw, this wondrous Exadtnefs you de- 
nd in every —_ this confummate 


uftnefs — do you find it in the Lady here 

that has your Heart? Tm amaz’d, that 
having fo irreconcileable a rong (as it 
feems) with human-kind ; in fpight of all 
which might give you Hatred, you find 
enough in her to be.charm’d with: And, 
what furprizes me more, is the ftrange 
Choice you have made. The fincere E- 
Kiante has an Inclination for you, The dif- 
creet Arfince looks on you with Softnels. 
Yet your Soul, immoveable to their Withes, 
1s a Slave to Celimene ; whofe coquette Hu- 
mout 
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mour and malicious Wie feem fo extra- 
vagantly to give into the Manners of the 
Age — How is it poflible then that hating 
them fo mortally, you can endure fo much 


bof ‘emin this Lady ? Arn’t they greater 


Faults in fo fair an Objet? Don't you fee 
‘em? or can you excufe ’em ? 

Alcest. No —- My Love for this young 
Widow does not make me blind to her 
Faults; but, in fpight of my Paffion, I’m the 
firft to fee and condemn ’em. And yet,do 
what I can, — I own my Weaknefs, fhe 
has the Art of pleafing me. “Tis in vain I 
fpy her Defeé&ts, in vain I blame her for 
em, in {pight of All fhe makes me love her. 
Her Agreeablenefsturns the Ballance ; and E 
make no queftion but my Flame will iff 
time purify her Soul from thefe modernVice 

Phil. If you can do that, you'll have 
perform’d no eafie Task. Then you think 
the loves you ? 

Alcest. Yes, or 1 fhou’d not love her, 

Pdil. But why then are you difturb’d a- 
bout Rivals ? 

Alcef. Becaufe a Heart deeply in Love, 
is for claiming all to it felf. And ‘tis 
with that Defign I am come hither, to tell 
her freely upon This, wharever my Paffion 
in{pires. 

Phil. Well, if I had nothing to do but 
to wifh, there’s her Coufin Eliante wou'd 
have all my Devotion. Her won 
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fides its Regard for you, is folid and fin- 
cere; and methinks fo agreeable a Choice 
fhou'd be more worth your Purfuic. 

Alcest. 1 own it. My Reafon tells me 
fo every Day; But Reafon, you know, is 
not Love's Diredor. 

Phil. Well, I'm full of Fears for you, 
and your Hope may poffibly prove 


Enter Orontes: 


Oront. They. told:me below chat - Eliante: 
and Celimene were gone to make a {mall 
Tour to the Shops; but underftanding, Sir, : 
that you were here, I came up to tell 
you, with the fincereft Heare in the 
World, that I have conceiv’d a moft 
incredible Efleem for you; and that for a: 
long: time Ihave had an ardent Ambition 
to be inthe Number of your Friends. Sir, 
I love to do Juftice to Merit, and am in-: 
flam'’d to be joyn'd with you in the Bonds 
of Amity. And I prefume, Sir, that 2 
zealous Friend, of my Quality too, is by: 
no means to be defpis'd Sir, “tis to 
you, if-you pleafe, this -Difcourfe is di- 
rected. 


[Alceftes. is mufing all the time of this 
Speech, and feems not to hcar it. } 
Alces#. To me Sir ? 
Oront. Yes Sir, to yous Do you find a~ 
ny thing in it to offend you? 


Alceft. 
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Alceft. No Sir, — but }'m furpriz’d at ir; 
’Tis an Honour I did not expedt. 

Oront. The Efteem I have for you ought 
not to furprize you. Why Sir, ’tis whae 
you may Challenge from all the World. 

Alcest. Sir 

Oront. The Nation has not that Thing to 
boaft of, that is not inferiour to the Splen- 
dor of your Merit. 

Alceft. Nay, good Sir 

Orent. Yes Sir, I do, and will maintain, 
that I prefer you to every thing in ic 
that’s the moft confiderable. 

Alcest. But Sir 

Oront. The Stars renounce me if I lye! 
And to convince you of my Sentiments, 


permit me to embrace hig withan open 


Heart, and to demand a Place in yo 
Friendfhip. Come, your Hand Sir, if ye 
pleafe—you promife me your Friendfhip ? 

AlceSt. Sit 

Oront. What! you won't refufe ? 

Alcest. Sir, you do me too much Ho- 
nour. But Friendfhip is a facred thing, 
and to make it too common is to profane 
it. Judgment and Choice are requir'd to 
fuch a Contra& ; and we fhou’d know one 
another better, before we engage in it. 
‘Tis poffible Sir, our Tempers may be 
fuch, that we may both repent the Bar- 
gain, 


Oront. 
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Oront. Gad fave me! {poke like an Ona. Al 
cle! And I efteem you the more for it. if yo 
Well, let Time then form fo tender a U- Or 
nion. But in the mean while I offer my H Hem 
{elf intirely yours, Sir——have you any 9 knov 








Favour to ask at Court? I need not fay Pafli 
what Figure I make there: Every body Jj They 
knows I have the Honour of his Majefly’s §§ They 
Ear ; and, between Friends, you'd hardly J and : 
imagine, 1 gad, that upon all Occafions he Al 
ufes me with all the Franknefs in the Or 
World. In fine, I'm every Way you can HR you! 
defire your moft devoted — And Sir, J} enou 


becaufe I know you to be a Perfon of ex- JB Wor 
traordinary Judgment, as a Prologue to Al 
our Intimacy, I conie to fhew you a Song Or 
I writ tother Day, and to take your Opi- were 
nion whether I thall expofe ic to the Pub B 4 
lick, or not. figni 


Alcest. Sir, you muft excufe me. I'm 
ie, worft qualify’d in che World to deter- 
ine you. 


POrent, Why? Ho 
Alcest. Why; I have the Infirmity oi 
being a tittle more fincere upon fuch Oc- Bu 


cafions than I fhou’d. 

Oront. That's juft what I wou'd have; 
and I fhou'd be very forry if when I ex- Ph 
pofe my felf, in order to have the Satis- Al 
faction of your Judgment without Difguife, ff han’ 
you fhou’d ufe me fo ill as to betray me, 
or conceal any thing whatever. 

‘ Alef, 
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Alcet. Why then Sir, upon thefe Terms 
if you pleafe, proceed. 

Oront. Song. Tis a Song as I faid. 
Hem! Hem! — Hope You mutt 
know there's a Lady chat had flatter'd my 
Paflion with fome Hopes Hope —— 
They are not your lofty Heroicks ——— 
They ‘re little, foft, tender, Languifhing, 
and all that 

Alcef. Well, we fhall fee 

Oront. Hope { don’tknow whether 
youll think the Stile corre& and eafie 
enough, or whether the Choice of the 
Words may pleafe you ; But 

Alceft. We fhall fee, Sir. 

Oront. Befides, 1 Vow and Swear they 
were made in a Quarter of an Hour. 

Alceft. Well, lets hear The Time 
fignifys nothing. 


[Orontes Reading. ] 


Hope, for a while, ’tis true, relieves, 
And lulls afleep our Pain; 

But, Phillis, /ad’s the Foy it gives, 
When nothing follows in its Train. 


Phil. Gad I'm charm’d already: 
Alceft. [to him foftly) How? —— you 
han’t the Face fure'to like it ? 


[Orontes again. ] 
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[Orontes again. ] 































A 
I own that you have Complajfance, Ever 
But better you had none, Subj 

Than put your felf to the Expence my 
To give me Hope alone. fhall 
Phil. Ah! how Gallant’s the Expreffion!  V«t! 
Alceft. { foftly | Curfe 0’ your vile Com. Gen 
plaifance ; to commend fuch Doggrel! Tea 
[Orontes again. ] “er 

‘. 

If I Eternally muft wait, nefs 
My Zeal t Extreams will fly ; {ome 
Nor fhall your Cares prevent my Fate, O; 
But I'll, for Refuge, dye. blan 
To hope for ever, charming Fair, A, 

What ist but ever to Defpair ? But 
Man 
Phil. Well, The Winding up is fo pretty, B ‘The 
fo amorous, fo admirable! him. 
Alcejt. ( foftly] Rot your Winding up!— B eoo 
Wou'd you and your poyfonous Flattery B thei 
were at the Devil. O» 
Phil. I never faw prettier turn’d Verfes. J my ‘ 
Alceft. { foftly | Confufion! A 
Oront. Oh! Dear Sir, you flatter me, and BH I fer 
perhaps think wort 
Phil. No really Sir — ’tis no Flattery. quite 
Alceft. { foftly What is it then, Traytor? O» 
Oront. But pray, your Opinion Sir? — B femb 
you'll Remember our Articles —— I beg Al 
you'll be fincere now. Alceft. Sit, Be faid. 
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Alceft. Sir, this is always a nice Affair 
Every body Loves to. be flatter’d upon the 
Subjed@ of Wir. But Pll cell you what was 
my Anfwer once, toa certain Perfon that 
fhall be Namelefs, when he fhew'd me fome 
Verfes of his. I told him, that a fine 
Gentleman fhou’d havea very ftri& Guard 
over his Inclination to be Writing. That the 
| Temptation of fhining as an Author was 
fo very powerfull, thatit needed the greatett 
Refolution to bridle ic: And that the Fond- 
nefs of fhewing their Works, makes People 
fometimes Act very ridiculous Parts. 

Oront. Do you.mean by this, that I'm to 
blame for 

Alceft. Pardon me Sir! I don’t fay fo; 
But I told him; that to Wrire ill— a 
Man had as good be knock’d o’ th’ Head — 
There needs no other Weaknefs to decry 
him: Andlet People have ever fo man 
good Qualities, the World. always looks:q 
their Blindfide. 

Ovont. Why Sir, d’ye find any Faults in 
my Song? 

Alceft: ¥ don't fay I do ; but, tcodeterhim, 
I fet before his Eyes the Examples of very 
worthy Perfons of our, Age, who had been 
quite {poilt, by. this Frenzy of Writing. 

Oront. What! do.I Write ill then, or. re- 
femble thofe Perfons? - 

Alcef.. 1. don’t fay. fo But in fhore 
faid 1, what prefling Mec fiity have you ‘9 

, ; 4 
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be Writing? And who the Deuce forces 
em to Print? If the publifhing a wretched 

ook can be forgiven to any, ’tis only to 
thofe poor Devils that Scribble for their 
Bread. Be advis’d, refift the Temptation, 
keep your Amufements from the public 
View ; and don’t be drawn by any Per- 
fuafions into the Folly of forfeiting the 
Character you have at Court of a Man of 
Merit, for that of a ridiculous and mifer 
able Author. This is what I endeavourd 
to make him comprehend. 7 

Oront. Very well ’fore Gad! And I fup- Stil 


pref 
mu 




























pofe I guefs your Meaning, Sir. But don‘ bee 
I know that my Song on 

Alceft. Tobe free Keep it to your whe 
felf. You have been mifled by Copying an 


frer ill Models, and your Expreflion is 
mnatural. Pray what's — Lull afleep ow 
Pain———And—Nothing follows in its Train? 
Where’s the Senfe of —-Don’t put your [elf 
to the Expence To give me Hope alone? And— 
To hope for ever, charming Fair, Is for ever to 
defpair ? This figurative Stile, which Peo- 
ple are fo apt to be proud of, is vattly 
wide of Truth and far from a good Man- 
ner. "Tis Affeation, ’tis Jingling, and 
Nature never fpeaks fo. I’m afraid of the 
ill Tafte of the Age in this ; Our Anceftors, H 
as unrefin'd as they were,had a much bet- 
ter; and I'll repeat you, for Example, an 
eld Song that in my Efteem is infinitely 
~ preferable 













en = 4: 





The MisANTROPE. 19 


preferable to all the fine Kickfhaws fo 
much now in Vogue. 


4 Bing Henry had granted me 
is Paris lacge and Fair ; 
And F fo ft eftfoons mu quit 
The Love of mp true Dear: 
Thus would Flay, my Riege, J pray 
Cake back pour Paris Fair ; 
JZ lobe much mo mp Dear, F tro, 
JZ iobe much mo mp Dear. 


The Rhime indeed is but poor, and the 
Stile is old; but who does not fee that it is 
better than all thofe affe&ted Fooleries 
which are an Affront to good Senfe ; and 
that here ‘tis pure Paffion {peaks without 


any Art. 


JC King Henry Had granted me 
His Paris large anv Fair; 
And F fo it eftCoons mut quit 
Che Love of mp true Dear : 
Thus weuld J fap, mp Liege, F pray 
@ake back pour Paris Fait ; 
J lobe much mo mp Dear, Ztve, 
FZ love much mo mp Dear. 


This now fpeaks the Sentiments of a | 
Heart truly touch’d. Yes, my good laugh- | 
ing Sir, in Spight of all your Beaux Efprits | 
I tell you value this beyond the fuftian |/ 

oe Sa ee 
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Pomp and falfe Glitter of the Stuff that’s 


fo commonly cry’d up. 

Orent. And for my Part Sir, I'll main- 
tain that my Verfes are good. 

Alceft. They may be fo to you, you 
have your Reafons no doubt. But you 
muft give me leave to have mine too, that 
will take Leave not to fubmie to yours. 

Orent. Sir, ‘tis SatisfaGtion enough to 
me that others prize ‘em. 

Alceft. Ay, becaufe they have the Art 
of diffembling, which I han’. 

Oront. Why Sir d’ye take your felf to 
have fuch a mighty Share of Wit? 

Alceft. Perhaps I fhou’d have more, if 
I commended your Verfes. 

Oront. Oh— I fhall be content without 
your Approbation I affure you. 

Alcef. Sir, you muft be content with- 
my Approbation. 

ont. 1 woud very fain fee you write 
after your Manner upon the fame Subjed. 
Alcest. 1 might have the ill Luck to 
write as bad—, but I fhou’d ne’er have the 
Folly to expofe it. 

Oront, Why Sir you’re very pofitive, and 
this Sufficiency, let me tell you 

Alceft. Sir, you may feek your Admirers 
elfewhere—and not trouble me. 

Oront. Hum! Methinks you might treat 
the Matter fomewhat lefs, haughtily, my 


little Sir t ) 
! Alceft. Good 
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Alceft. Good faith, my great Sir, I treat 
it as it ought to be treated. 
Philintes (interpofing. | 
Fy Gentlemen! for God's-fake—Nay 
this goes too far. : 
Oront. Ah—that’s true. I'm to blame— 
I own it. I'm gone this Moment—Sir, Im 
your moft obedient Slave, with all my 
opirit. 
cet And Sir,’m your humble Servant. 
{ Exit Orontes. ] 
Phil. So— you fee what you've got now 
iby being too fincere; you're like to have a 
fine bufinefs upon your Hands: Why I 
faw as plain as cou'd be, that Orontes, for 
the Pleafure of being Flatter'd 
Alceft. I won't be talk’d to. 
Phil. But 
Alcest. More Difcourfe ? 
Phil. "Tis too- 
Alcest. Leave me. 
Alceft. No Words, I fay. 
Phil. Nay but 
Alceft. Again ? 
Pbil. ’Tis to affront 
Alcef. Furies! this is infufferable,—you 
fha’nt follow me: [ Going. } 
Pail, Pofitively I will; Why, this is meer 
Banter. [ Exeunt.] 


The End of the Firf ACT. 
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ACT. I 


Alceftes and Celimene. 


Alceft. Wit you give me leave to 

be plain with you, Madam! 
I don’t like your Condu@: It fills me 
with too much Choler, and I find we 
muft part. In fhore, ‘twere to abufe you, 
not to tell you fo. Part we muft, there’ 
no avoiding it. And fhou’d I fwear yous 
thoufand Oaths to the contrary, it woud 
not be in my Power to keep ’em. 

Cel. Then for ought I fee, you come 
here to Quarrel with me Sir? 

Alceft. I don’t quarrel with you; but your 
Humour is too openupon the firft Acquain- 
tance, and your Soul grants too much Ac- 
cefs. Don't I fee how you're befet here 
with a Crowdof Lovers? "Death! I havea 
Heart too proud to bear it. 

Cel. Well—fuppofe I do make Conquefiy 
is it my Fault ? Can I hinder People from 
liking me? What wou'd you have me do! 
If they ufe a kind of civil Fores to fee mé 

a ee em oe 
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amIto take aStick and drive ’em out of 
the Houfe ? 

Aleeft. No Madam,: there’s no occafion 
fora Stick; but it won’d be well if you 
had a Heart lefs eafie, and not fo impref- 
fible. I know your Charms attend you in 
all Places; but “tis your Encouragement 
retains thofe who are attracted by your 
Eyes ;and the Softnefs with which you treat 
thofe who furrender to you, finifhes the 
Work which your Beauty began. "Tis the 
lavifh Hope you indulge, that draws upon 
you fuch affiduous Applications. And 
were your Compiaifance but more re- 
ftrain’d, you might foon be rid of your 
Crowd of Addreffers. But will you do 
me the Favour at leaft to tell me, Madam 
by what Means your Clitander has the goo¢ 
Luck to pleafe you fo? Upon what folid 
Merit and ‘fublime Vertue do you found 
your Efteem for him? Is it his white Hand 
and long little-Finger-nail have made this 
ftrange Acquifition? Or have you, with 
all the Bean-Monde, reads sted to the ir- 
refiftible Perfwafion of his fair full- 
bettom’d Wig? Are there Charms in his 
huge Pantaloons, and Philters in ‘his flut- 
tering Equipage of Ribbons? or is it by 
his becoming Laugh and his feign’d effem1- 
nate Voice he has found the happy fecret 
of touching your Heart? 


Cel, 
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Cel. Lord! How _unreafonably appre. 
henfive you are? Don’t you know’ for 
what I keep him in Play? And that ’tis in 
his Power to aflift my Caufe, by engaging 
all his Friends for me, as he has. promis¢d? 

Alceft. Rather lofe your Caufe, Madam, 
with a brave Conftancy,and fhew your felf 
above humouring a RivalI can’t bear? 

Ce]. But you're Jealous of all the World, 

Alceft. That’s becaufe you’re Civil to all 
the World. 

Cel. Why then methinks you have the 
lefs reafon to be angry, fince my Com. 
plaifance is univerfal. And, youd have 
more caufe to complain,if you faw me be- 
{tow it all upon one. 
eAlceft. But, fince you blame my Jealoufie, 

ay what have I, Madam, to encourage 
Me more than others ? 

* Cel, The Satisfa@ion of knowing tha 
you're belov'd. 

Alceft.. And what Ground have I to be- 
lieve it? 

Cel. I think Sir. ’tis enough that I have 
thought fit to tell you fo, and you ought to 
be fatisfy’d with {uch a Confeffion. 

Alceft. But. what; Affurance have I. that 
y.ou,; won't fay. as. much the. next Minute 
to fomebody. elfe 3 

‘Cel. Fine Flowers. of Rhetorick. thefe, 
for a Lover! And I. admire. your Gallant 
Way of treating your Miftrefs... bs 
: 00k 





a [+ § 





The MisaANTROPE, 25 


look you, Sir, to put an End to that Con- 
cern then, I here unfay all I've faid be- 
fore, and nothing hereafter fhall impofe 
on you but your felf ; let that fatisfy you. 
Alceft. Furies! — Muft I yet be fo be- 
witch’d as to love you? Well — if Pinonce 
fo happy asto get free from your Chains, 
I'll blefsthe Day of my Deliverance. I don’t 
defire it fhou’d be a Secret that I ufe all 
my Endeavours to mafter this unlucky Paf- 
fion. “Tis true, my greateft Efforts have 
yet prov'd unfuccefsful ; and tis for my Sins 
I'm doom’d to love you fo extravagantly. 
Cel. Extravagantly enough I confefs — 
and I believe your Paffion is without an E- 
ual. 
’ Alceft. I challenge the World to equal 
it. It is beyond all poffible Imagination 
a never was Man fo poffefs'd with Loy 
efore. 





Cel. In Truth, the Manner of exprefling “Wm 


it is very new. Why, you love People, 
it feems, only to wrangle with ‘em. Your 
Flame fhines in angry Speeches; and fuch 
a furly mutinous Love was never known. 
Alceft. If its Chagrin is not diffipated, 
"tis intirely your own Fault. Come! for 
Heav’n’s Sake, let’s refolve to end all Dif- 
putes at once. Let's deal openly and in- 
enuoufly with one another, and put a 
top ——— 


D Enter Ba/ques 
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Enter Ba/que. 

Cel. What now ! 

Bafque. Acaftes is below, Madam. 

Cel. Defire him to:come up. 

Alceft. What! there's no having you 
private for a Minute. One finds you per- 
petually receiving Vifitsfrom allthe World; 
and you can’t fpare one-fingle Moment to 
let your Servants deny you. 

Cel. You'd have me fall out with him, 
wou'd you ? 

Aléeft. You've more Caution, I’m fure, 
than f like. 

Cel. Why he's one that wou'd never for- 
give me, if I fhou'd feem the leaft uneafy 

spat his coming. 

Alceft. Well! and what then? 

el. Blefs me! Why, ’tisa Thing of 
YOnfequence to have fuch People ones 
Friends. I don’t know how ’tis, but 
they're Men that have a Privilege of talk- 
ing loud at Court. You fee they wind 
themfelves into all Converfations. They 
can’t do you Service ‘tis true, but they can 
hurt you; and however your Intereft may 
be fupported etherways, ’tis neceflary to 
avoid all Differences with thefe noify Gen- 
tlemen. . vi 

Alceft. In thort, "tis to no Purpofe to 
difpute with you; for let it be as it will, 
= find Reafons for admitting all the 

orld ; and your judicious — _ 
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Enter Ba/que. 


Bafq. Fania, Madam. . 

Alceft. [ going.] "Tis very Wellmmnimme 

Cel. Whither fo faft? > 

Alceft. V\l be gone. 

Cel. Nay, but ftay. 

Aleeft. For what ? 

Cel. Stay. 

Alceft. I can’t. 

Cel. You fhall. 

Aleeft. Indeed I fhan’t; I'm plagu'd to 
Death with your Vifiting-Fools, and to 
‘think I'll endure fuch Converfation—— 

Cel. You fhall ftay, I fay. 

Alceft. "Tis impoffible. 

Cel. Why then, do as you pleafe, you're 
at your Liberty. 








Enter Eliante, Philintes, Acaftes, Clitander: * 


Eliante. Here’s the two Marquefles come 
with us—Did any body give you Notice ? 
Cel. Yes, — Chairs here. 
You arn't gone then ? [to Alceftes afde]} 
Alceft. No, but I defire, Madam, you'll 
declare either for them or me: 
Cel. Pifh—Be Silent. 
Alceft. Pm refolv'd you thall now explain, 
your felf. 
Cel, You're out o’ your Senfes. 
Dz Alccef, You 
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Alceft. You muft and fhall explain, 

Cel. Blefs me! 

Alceft. You fhall take one Side or t’other. 

Cel. You jeft fure. 

Alceft. No ; you hall choofe, I fay. "Tis 
too much to have Patience any longer. 

Clitan. Gad, I’ve juft been at Court, where 
Cleontes appear’d at the Levee fo ridiculoufly 
| Exa@. Heav’ns! has he no Friend that 
Scan be fo Charitable asto advife -him about 
a his ftrange Forms. 

Cel. The Truth is he appears extream- 

y odd in Company. He carrys every 
where an Air that expofes him at firft Sight ; 
and when you fee him again, you find 
him more Extravagant than before. 

Acaf. Extravagant! if you talk of that, 
I'm come from being perfecuted by one of 
the moft naufeous Extravagants living. 
Damon—the Reafoner; who, by all that’s 
ferious, had the Confcience to keep me 
out of my Chariot a whole Hour at leatt 
of broad Day. 

Cel, A ftrange ‘Talker ! and one that has 
always the Artof faying Nothing to you, 
with a World of Circumlocution. You 
éan never know what he’s talking about, 
that’s certain ; and all you are liffning to, 
is a meer Noife. 

‘Efiante to Philintes (afide.) A lucky Be- 
ginning this! The Converfation is falling 

into 
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into a good charitable Humour of expofing 
one’s Acquaintance. 

Clitan. There’s Timantes too, Madam, is 
an Original. 

Cel. He’s all Myftery from Head to 
Feet : He ftares at you en paffawt when you 
meet him, and without Bufinefs is per- 
petually ina Hurry. Whatever he fays to 
you,is with a Thoufand Grimaces ; and for 
Ceremony, he oppreffes you withit. To 
interrupt the Converfation, he has always 
fome Secret.to tell you foftly; which Secret 
is—Nothing. He makes a Miracle of ever 
Trifle; and gravely whifpers it in your Ea 
tho’ tis only a Good Morrow. 

Acaf. Then there’s Gerald, Madam— 

Gel. O that Eternal Teller of 
Stories! you never fee him defcend below 
his wend Air of a Lord. He’s perpetu- 
ally mingling himfelf with the higheft 
Company ; and fcorns in his common Dif- 
courfe to quote you lefs than a Prince, 2 
Princefs, or a Duke. In fhort, Quality 
has turn'd his Brain; and all his Converfa- 
tion is of Flanders-Mares, Dogs,Race-Horfes, 
end Equipage. He fays Thou and Thee to 
People of the beft Rank; and Sir is a 
Word quite outof ufe with him. 

Clitan, Belifa, they fay, has an infinite 
Value for him. 

Cel. Wretched poor-witted Creature, 
and the dulleft Company in the World! I 

D 3 am 
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am martyr'd whenever fhe comes to Vifit 
me. One muft torture Invention to 
find Difcourfe with her: And yet the 
Converfation dyes at every turn, thro’ her 
ftrange Sterility of Expreffion. Her ftupid 
Silence is Proof againft all Attacks, and ‘tis 
in Vain to call to your Aid the moft com- 
mon Topicks of Difcourfe: The fine 
Weather, or the Rain, the Cold, the 
Heat, are all exhaufted immediately. 
Yet her Vifit is infupportably Tedious; and 
» tho’ you ask her what's a Clock, or look 
» on your Watch ever fo often, She’s as 
pe itmmoveable as a Statue. 
wicaf. What think you of Adrafes ? 
e/. Exceffively Proud. Self-Conceit 
jas {well'd him to a Monfter: His great 
Merit has always a Quarrel with the Court. . 
He never fails Curfingit, once in four and 
twenty Hours, for his daily Exercife. And 
there’s not a Grant made, a Place fill’d up, 
or a Patent beftow’d, but he exclaims a- 
gainft the barbarous Injuftice of it. 

Clitan. But young Cleon, where all our 
beftCompany is toDay,whatd’ye fay of him? 

Cel. That hes oblig’d to his Cook for 
all his Merit. And that his proper Place 
to receive Vifits,is at his Table. 

Eliante. No-body keeps a better. 

Cel. True, if he himfelf were away. 
Fool is alwaysa ftanding Difh at it, and to 
me bis infipid Perfon fpoils the whole En- 
tertainment. Philin. His 
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Philin. His Uncle Dams isin good Efteem, 
What fay you to that Madam ? 

Cel. Oh! he’s one of my Friends. 

Phil. take him to be a very good fort of 
a Man,and,by his appearance,wife enough. 

Cel. Why — yes. —But I'm angry with 
him for affe@ing too much Wit.He’s always 
fo full of his Flights ; and you may obferve 
how he aims at quaint Turns in all his 
Difcourfe. And fince he has taken a Fancy 
to appear Polite, he’s fo exceeding Nice, 
that nothing can pleafe him. He's for 
{pying Faults in every thing thats Writ. He 
thinks ‘tis below a Man of Wit to com- 
mend; That, in playing the Critick he 
fhews his Learning; That -tis the part o 
Blockheads to admire, or be mov'd toa 
Laugh: And in fhort, That by condemning 
without Exception all modern Works, he 
fers himfelf above the whole World. He 
exercifes the fame Talent of Severity upon 
Converfation too ; Common Difcourfe is 
always toomean for him: He ftands blef- 
fing himfelf in Company with Arms a-. 
crofs, and feems from his Superiour Wit to 
look down with Piry and Contempt on 
every thing you can fay to him. 

Acaf. His very Pi@ure, ‘fore Gad! 

Clitan. Well,for drawing to the Life, your 
Ladyfhip is a Miracle. 

Alcef. Good, very Good! ---- proceed 
my worthy Friends o’ the Court! you {pare _ 
hothing in your Way ; every body takes 
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his Turn. And yet you never fee any’ one of 
thefe Gentlemen you've been railing ar, 
but you rum to meet hiny with all the Rap- 
ture imaginable , give him your Hand, 
hug, kifS him, and fwear a thowfand ‘flat- 
tering Oaths how much you ’re devoted’ to 
his Service. 

Clitamn. Why this to Us Sir? If any thing 
in the Converfation fhocks you, your Re- 
proach concerns the Lady here. 

Alcef. No Gadzooks, it concerns 
you. And ’tis your obfequious grinning 
faughs that feduce her Wit, and draw from 
her thefe-cenforious Reflections. Her Satyri- 
cal Humour is encourag’d by the bafe In- 
cenfe of your Flatttery. And fhe wou'd 
not take that Pleafure in Railing, if fhe did 
not find it applauded. And tis thus that 
Flatterers are every where the Occafion of 
wallethe Vices that over-fpread Mankind. 

bilin. But how come You, Sir, to take 

Part of thefe People? You, who have 
condemn'd the very fame things tliey are 
stow cenfur'd for? 

Cel. What ! wou'd you have him lofe 
the Pleafure of contradicting ? is it fir he 
fhou'd fubfcribe to common Opinion’? Or 
net difplay every where that thwarting 
Genius which Heav'n has made his Peculiar ? 
‘Tis impofflible another's Opinion fhou'd 
pleafe him ; He's oblig’d to mainrain the 
€ontrary; and thinks he fhou’d appear Vul- 
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garif heagreed with any body’s Thoughts. 
Nay, the Honour of contradicting: has fuch 
prevailing Charms: over him, that it fets 
him often at Variance with himfelf. And 
he fhall difpute againft his own real Senti- 
ments, the firft Minute he finds’em affirm’d 
by another. 

Aleeft. “Tis very well) Madam! The 
Laughers are 0’ your fide; and you may 
be as Satyrical as you pleafe. 

Philin. But ’tis really true, that your Wit 
is perpetually arm’d againft whatever one © 
can Say ; and by-a morofe Humour, which | 
it felf owns, will neither fuffer oneto | 
praife, nor to find fault. 

Alceft. ’Sdeath ! ’tis becaufe Men are al- 
ways in the wrong, and give one con- 
tinual Reafon to be out o’ Humour. And | 
becaufe I fee, that, upon.all Occafions,they ; 
either praife impertinently, or are abfur 
cenforious. 

Cel, Nay but-———— ! 

Alceft. Kook you Madam, if I were Wag 
dye for, FE mutt be plain—— You have" } 
Pleafures I can’t bear. And they do you 
bafe Wrong,to footh and encourage youin | 
Adhering to Faults which they themfelves | 
blame you for. ; 

Clitam, What d’ye mean, Sir? I Vow and 
Swear for my part, I never thought the 
Lady had any Faults. 
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Acaf. I fee Millions of Charms and 
Perfections in her. But for Faults—— I 
can’t fee one for my Life. 
| _ Alcefz. I fee too many I'm fure, and She 

_ knows I make it my daily Care to tell her 
} of em. The more we leve People, the lefs 
we fhou’d flatter em. *Tis the Purity of an 
) ardent Love, not to pardon any Allays. 
And were 1 a Woman, Id banifh all thofe 


™ {neaking Lovers that fhew’d a flavifh Sub- 


miffion to all my Sentiments: And whofe 


MP) fenfelefs Complaifance made ’em eternally 


adore my very Extravagancies. 
Cel. In fhort, if Hearts were to be re- 


> ‘i gulated by your Prefcription, ‘To love 


well, one muft banifh all Tendernefs. 


|) And make it the Supreme Honour of the 


iy moft exalted Paffion, to rail very heartily 
y at the Perfon one loves. 

| . Elian, Love, generally fpeaking, is quite 
the Reverfe of this; and you fee Lovers 


i] | perpetually boafting of their Choice. ‘Their 


| Paffion will not let ’em fee any thing a- 
ma mils. All is lovely in the Objea@ belov'd. 
®) Faults themfelves pafs for Perfections; and 
they have the prettyeft foftening Names for 
y) ¢m imaginable. The Pale Complexion, is 
fairer than Jeffamin.The Black is awful: and 
the Brown adorable. The thin Lady,tho’ a 
Skeleton, is free and well fhap’d. The 
Porpoife | Shape, is full of Majefty. The 
uattern, isa negligent Beauty, and has no 
“oe ftudy’d 
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fludy'd Charms. The Gigantick feems a 
Goddefs ; and the Dwarf, an Epitome of 
Heaven’ns Wonders. The Proud,has a Soul 
worthy of a Crown. The Cheat, has Wit: 
the Fool, is AllGoodnefs. The everlafting 
Talker, is moft agreeable Company; and 
the MuteLady, keeps a modeft Referve. 
Tis thus, a Lover, whofe Paffion is 
very ardent, is enamour’d even with his 
Miltrefs’s Faults. 

Alceft. And for my part Til make it ap- 
pear that 

Cel. Let’s quit this Difcourfe, and 
go take a Turn or two in the Gallery. 
What! you won't leave us Gentlemen ? 

[Clitander and Acaftes.] No, Madam. 


Alceft. You're mightily difturb’d with the 
Fear of lofing your Company. Look you, 
Gentlemen, a may ftay as long as you 


pleafe ; but I tell you plainly I than’ ftig 
till you’re gone. 

Acaf. Rather than the Lady fhou’d b 
uneafy, Ihave no Bufinefs fhall call me 
from hence all this Day. 

Clitan. And for my part, I have no 
Engagement, provided I'm at Court time 
enough to attend the Bedchamber. 

[Celim. to Alceft.] You have a Mind to 
be Merry, I believe. 

_ Alceft. Not at all. I fhall fee whether 
tis My Company you want to be rid of. 


Enter 
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Enter Bafque. 


Bof. Sir, here’sa Man fays, he muft needs 
fpeak with you, about a Bufinefs that can’t 
be put off, 

Alcefi. Tell him, I have no fuch prefling 
Bufinefs. 

Baf. Sir, he has.a great Coat with huge 
Plaits, and all lac’'d with Gold. 

Cel. Won't you fee what's: his Bufinefs, 
ordefirehimtocomein? [to Alcefi.] 

Alceft. What makes You fo- concern’d 
about him ? Come in Sir. 

| 
. Enter an Officer. 


Officer. Sir, if you pleafe, a Word 
with you. 

Alceft. You may {peak aloud; Sir, if! you 
pleafe. 

Officer. Sir, The Marefchals of France, 
whofe Commands I have the Honour to 
bear, give you Notice, that they require 
your Appearance before em immediately. 

Alceft. Mine Sir ? 

Officer. Yes Sir. 

Alceft. For what, pray ? 

Phil. Vil be hang’d if’tis not the ridiculous 
Bufinefs betwixt Orontes and You. | 

Cel, What Bufinefs ? 

Phil. Why Orontes and he had a Clafh a- 
bout fome Verfes he did not like. = 

this 
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this I fuppofe is to determine it, before ic 
oes further. 

Alceft. I {corn any cowardly Submiffion. 

Phil. But you muft obey the Summons : 
Come prepare to 

Alceft. Plague! What Accommodation 
wou'd they have? fhall the Sentence of 
thefe Gentlemen oblige me to like the 
Verfes? No, Dil ftand by all Ihave faid : 
They're Stuff. 

Pdi), But you might with more Temper — 

Alceft. TL not bate a Tittle; they're 
Execrable. 

Phil. You ought to give your Opinion 
with Moderation at leaft. Come,will you go? 

Alcef?. Yes. But nothing fhall make me 
unfay my Words. 

Phil. Well We fhall fee that. 

Aiceft, If the King indeed fhou'd fend 
me his exprefs Command to praife’em, I 
can’t help it. But without that, let me 
die if I won't maintain to the laft that 
they’re intollerable ; and that he that made 
‘em ought to’ be hang'd. By this light, 
Gentlemen, I did not defign to make you 
fo Merry. 

[to Clitan. and Acaf..2who Laugh.} 
Cel. Go make your Brpearincs, 
Alceft. Tm going, Madam ; but I'm re- 


folv'd to be here again prefenily,to end our 
Difpute. 


The End of the Second ACT, 
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ACT IIL 
Clitander and Acaftes. 


Clitan. OU're a migey fatisfy’d 
Creature, my dear Marques ! 
Why, every thing makes you Gay I fee, 
and nothing gives you Inquietude. But 
can you really think, without putting out 
our Eyes, that you have fuch wondrous 
fons to be joyful ? 
deaf. Let me perifh, if, upon the moft 
pious Contemplation of my felf, I can 
find one fingle Subje@ for a melancholy 
Thought. I have a Fortune, thank my 
Stars; I’m Young, and defcended froma 
Family that may with fome Reafon be 
call’d Noble. And I believe, that with this 
Pretention there are few Pofts in the King- 
dom that I don’t ftand fair for.As forCourage, 
(which above all, is a Quality to be priz‘d,) 
without Vanity, -’tis known that I want 
none; and the World has feenme pufh an 
Affair. with Vigour, and I gad, gallantly 
enough. Then for Wit,I haveit, that’s cer- 
tain ; and aTafte to judge and reafon, with- 
out Study, upon every univerfal thing. - 
~~ make 
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make a learned Figure in the Side-Box at 
the firft Night of a New Play, whichis a 
Pleafure I doat on to Idolatry ; to decide 
there in Chief, and mark out all the brighe 
things that deferve Clapping. As for Per- 
fon, I'm adroit enough, I have a good 
Air, good Teeth as you fee, and a Shape 
that’s pofitively fine: And I think, without 
flattering my felf, that for Drefs, there’s no 
body will be fo Impertinent as to Difpute 
with me. In fhorc, I fee my felf in as 
great Eftimation as poffible; I'm the Dar- 
ling of the fair Sex, and a Favourite at 
Court. Now Ihumbly conceive, my dear 
Marquefs, that for the Reafons aforefaid, 
a Man may be allow’d to’ be fatisfy’d with 
himfelf. 
Clitan. True; But fince you find Con- 
quefts fo eafie elfewhere, where’s the Sence 
of lavifhing your Sighs here, to no purpofe ? » 
Acaf. Who I? Pardon me, I'm not of 
a Complexion, or Rank, I affure you, to 
fuffer any Lady’s Indifference. "Tis for 
yet People of inferiour Mould, your 
ulgar Merits, to confume eternally for 
cruel Beauties. To languifh at their Feet : 
to endure all their Rigour: To feek Relief 
from Sighs and Tears ; and by a tedious 
Succeflion of Cares, to labour in vain for 
what is refus'd to their diminutive Meric. 
But People of my Air, Marquefs, are nor 
made to love upon Truft, and bear all the 
Expence 
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Expence themfelves. For, let the Merit 
of the Fair be ever fo extraordinary, we 
are worth our Price, Gad take me, as well 
as they. And ’tis my peremptory Opini- 
on, that to make an Honour of poffeffing 
a Heart like mine, there’s no Reafon nor 
Confcience it fhou’'d coft ‘em nothing ; 
and that, to put things atleaft in a Balance, 
both Sides fhou’d contribute equally to the 
Advances. 

Clitan. Hum — Then you faficy, my 
Noble Marquefs, that you are mighty 
well here ? 

Acaf: 1 have fome Reafon, my Noble 
Marquefs, to fancy fo. 

Clitan. Hark ye — deliver your felf from 
Weefo prepofterous a Miftake ; you flatteryour 

if my Dear; you're blind —- that's all. 

Acaf. I own it ; I flatter my felf ; I am 
blind. 

Clitan. But prithee what has led thee in- 
to this Dream of Paradice? 

Acaf. I flatter my felf. 

Clitan. What d’ye ground your Faith up- 
on: 

_Aeaf. Tam blind. ; 

Clitan. Have ‘you undoubted Demonftra- 
tions ? : 

Acaf: I impofe upon my felf I tell you. 

Clitan. Celimene has made you fome {e- 
sret Confeffion, Ha ? 


Acaf. No, 
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Acaf. No—I’'m treated like a Devil. 

Clitan.Nay but anfwer me;I befeech you. 

Acaf. 1 meet with nothing but Repulfes. 

Clitan. Come, fpare your Raillery, and 
tell me what wondrous Hopes have been 
given you ? 

Acaf. Ym_ the Wretch,. and you the 
happy Mortal. She has the utmoft Aver- 
fion for my Perfon— and one of thefe 
Days---I fhall certainly hang my felf. 

Clitan, Hum; --- but will. you ‘agree 
toone Propofal, Marquefs, to adjuft this 
Affair of ours? That which foever. of us 
two, can fhew a certain Mark of Prefe- 
rence in the Heart of Celimene, the other 
fhall give Place to the Pretenfions of the 
Conqueror, and free him from the Trou- 
ble of a Rival? 

Acaf. Ah! Gadzookers — with all. my 
Soul. I like you now, and-heartily agree 
toic. But Hufh ! 


Enter Celimene. 


Cel. Here ftill, Gentleinen? 

Clitan: Love---Madam; Love confines us, 

Cel. IT juft heard’a Coach ftop’ below-- 
can you think who it fhou’d be? 

Clitan: No. 


\ 
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Enter Bafque. 


Bafq. Arfinoe, Madam, is come to wait 
on you. 


Cel. What wou'd the Creature-have with. 
me? 

Bafq. Eliante is below: with her. 

Cel. What does fhe mean, I'd. fain. know 2 
er who fent for her? 

Acaf. She paffes every where for a 
perfeé& Puritan; and fo ardent is hes 
Zeal--- 

Cel. Phhaw! Pfhaw! --- meer Grimace.. 
In her Heart fhe’s like the reft of the World;: 
_and fhe labours every Day all fhe can to 
“gain a Prize, without being able once to 

Beeed. She can’t look without Envy on 

mer People’s Lovers. And her dull aban- 
fon’d Merit is continually in a Rage a- 

ainft the Blindnefs of the Age. She 
rives to cover her frightful Solitude under 
a falfe Veil of Difcretion; and to fave the 
Credit of her feeble Charms, fhe wou'd 
degrade the Power which they want, into 
a Crime. Yet her Ladyfhip’s great Wif- 
dom, Laffure you, cou'd condefcend to 
be pleas’d with a Lover. And _ particular- 
ly for Alceftes 1 know fhe has a Tendernefs. 
His making Addrefles to me,is a Crime fhe 
can never forgive; fhe wou'd have it 
thought I have ftol¢ him from her. = 
where 
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where ever fhe goes, her jealous Refent- 
ments, which fhe can very ill conceal, are 
privately vented againft me. In fhort, I 
never met with any thing fo fhocking and 
abfurd: She's Impertinent to the lait De- 
gree, and— My Dear ! What kind Chance 
has brought you hither? I vow Madam 

I've been in Pain for you. 
[Running to Arfinoe who Enters as 
Clitander and Acattes go out. } 

Arfin. I come to give you fome Advice, 
Madam, which I owe you as a Friend. 

Cel. Ye Powers! How I rejoyce 
to fee you! 

Arfin. Their taking Leave, cou’d never 
have been more feafonable. 

Cel. Come, fhall we Sit ? 

Arfin, "Tis no Matter.—Friendfhip, Ma- 
dam, fhou’d difplay it felf moft about thofe 
things that may be of the greateft impor-~ 
tance to Us; And nothing being more fo 
than Honour and Decorum, I come. to 
give Proofs of my Zeal for you, by a Cau- 
tion that cencerns your Reputation.. I was 
¥efterday in Company with fome People 
of fingular Vertue, where the Converfa- 
tion turn’d upon you. And I'm forry to 
fay, Madam, that your Condué, as fhining 
as it is, had the Misfortune not to meet 
with the leaft Commendation. This Crowd 
of Vifiters you admit, your Gallantry, and 
the, Noife ic makes,met with more Cenfures 

Ez ~ than 
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than. it ought,. and much feverer than 
I cou'd have wifh'd. Your Ladyship will 
eafily imagine what Part I took ; I faid all 
I cou’d in your Vindication, I excus‘d you 
upon the Innocence of your Intention, 
and affirm’d I wou'd be anfwerable for 
your Principles. But you know there 
are certain Affairs in Life, which we 
can’t juftify tho’ we wou'd; fo. thac—— 
in fhort, I was conftrain’d to. own, that for 
our Air of Living you are fomewhat to 
ame. That it has an ill, Face to the 
World, and that there’s no Story fo Mali- 
cious but is every where rais'd upon it. And 
that if you pleas’d to regulate: your whole 
‘ Deportment, it might give lefs Occafion 
for Refle@tions. Not that I, believe your 
ertue really touchd—No! Heavn de- 
fend ime from fuch a Thought! But the very 
fhadow of a Crime eafily meets with. Be- 
lief; and ’tis not fufficient to live, well to 
ones felf.—I know Madam, your: Lady- 
fhip has fo reafonable a Soul, that youcan't 
but take this ufeful Advice kindly, and 
impute. it to the fecret Impulfe of a. Zeal 
that engages me in all your Interefts. 

Cel, Lhave a World of Thanks to re- 
turn. you Madam for your. Advice; Ic 
obliges me ; and to let.you fee that I'm far 
from taking it amifS, I fhall this. Moment 
acknowledge the Favour by, giving, you 
fome Advice too that touches your,Ho- 
nour, And fince I fee you he¢w your felf 

. my 
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my Friend by informing me of the Re- 
ports which are publifh’d of me, I shall 
follow fo kind an Example, ia telling you 
what’s faid of you. I found, ata Vif I 
made tother Day, fome Perfons of un- 
common Merit, who {peaking of the true 
Condué of Life, were pleasd: to turn 
the. Difcourfe upon your Ladyfhip. Your 
great Precifenels and Shews of Zeal were 
not quoted as the moft commendable Mo- 
del. That Affe@ation of outfide Gravity; 
your eternal Speeches about Wifdom and 
Honour; your Frowns and Outcries at the 
leaft fhadow. of Indecency, which poffi- 
bly might have the innocence of a doubt- 
ful Expreffion ; your exceflive Value of 
your felf ; and that Scornful Pity: wit 
which you regard every. body elfe; You 
everlafting Le@ures andcenforious Remarks 
upon the moft; innocent Things in the 
Wosld; All this Madam, tobe free with 
you, was condemn'd Univerfally: What 
fignifies.this Mien of Modeity, {aid they, 
and this Sage Appearance that contradicts 
all the reft of her Charaéter ? She’s punc- 
tual at her Prayers,to the laft Degree, but 
the. beats. her Servants, and pays em. no 
Wages... In. all, places of Devotion fhe 
makes a wonderful fhew of Piety; but : fhe 
Paints, and, woud. be thought Handfome: 
She won't faffer the. leaft Indecency ina 
Picture 3: but dhe: loyes the Realicy, nae 
7 
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fhe makes the Shadow be coverd. For 
my part Madam, I was your Advocate 
againit the whole Company, and Vow’d 
to em ‘twas all Scandal. Bue I was out- 
voted, and they came to this Refolution, 
that your Ladyfhip wou’d do well to trou- 
ble your felt lefs about other Peoples 
A@ions, and regard your own more, 
That People fhou’d confider themfelves 
for a long time, before they ventur'd to 
pronounceSentence againft others. And that 
to the Corrections they wou'd make, they 
fhou’d add the Force of a good Example. 
Now I know Madam, you are Miftrefs of 
fo much Reafon, that you can’t but take 
kindly too,in your Turn, this ufeful Infor- 
smation, and impute it to the fecret impulfe 
bia Zeal that engages me firmly in all 
r Interefts. 
© Arfin. Tho’ I Confefs, thatin reproving 
we expofe our feves to People’s Difplea- 
fure, yet I did not expea fuch a Reply as 
this ; and by the fharpnefs of it, Madam, I 
perceive that my plain-dealing has touch’d 
you. 

Cel. So far from that, Madam, thatI 
think if People were Wife, they wou'd 
bring this mutual Freedom more into Prac- 
tice; It wou'd be a good Means to cure 
that blind Partialiry which All have for 
themfelves. And Madam, ’twill be your 


own Fault if we dont continue this: faich- 
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ful Commerce hereafter with the fame 
Zeal, and be very careful to tell one an- 
other from*time to time what we hear ; 
you of me, and I of your Ladifhip. 

Arfin. Alas! Madam! ’tis impoffible to 
hear any thing of You. No——~ ’tis I 
only give Occafion for Reflections. 

Celim. Every thing Madam, I believe, 
may be prais'd or cenfur’d: And every 
oe may have Reafon, as they follow their 
Years. or Humour. TFhere’s a Seafon that's 
proper for Gallantry; and another for 
Precifenefs. People may fali into it out of 
Policy, when the Luftre of their Youth is 
faded and gone; ‘tis a good Covering 
indeed to deplorable Infirmities And I 
ant pofitive that fome time or other I 
may’nt follow your Steps. Age will bring 
every thing about: But ic wou'd be a little 
out o’ Seafon, I take it, to fet up for Pre- 
cifenefs ac Twenty. 

Arfin. In truth Madam, you value your 
felf upon a very flight Advantage, and 
make a moft furious Sound with your Youth. 
But whatever Years I may have more than 
you, they are no fuch mighty Matter to: 
give the Superiority. And I don’t under- 
itand Madam, what ’tis provokes your Re- 
fentment, that you fhou'd infujc me thus. 

Celim. And for my part, I don’t under- 
fland, Madam, why you. fheu'd take the 
Liberty to fall upon my Charaéter every 
where as you do, Muft your Spleen be: 

iis sa anaes tel ecernally 
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eternally venting its felf againft me? And 
can I help it, if you are flighted? If my 
Perfon infpires Love, and I fheet every 
Day with repeated Addreffes, which you'd 
be glad to fee me depriv’d of, I can’t help 
it ; “tis no fault of mine —- You have a free 
Stage Madam, and ‘tis not I that hinder 
you from having Charms to do the like. 
Arfin. Alas! do you think the Number 
of Lovers you're fo proud of, can give me 
Difturbance ? Or that ’tis not eafy to 
judge at what Price they may be had? Do 
you expect to make the World believe that 
"tis purely your Merit attracts. this Crowd? 
That they burn for you with a reputable 
Flame, and that ’tis for your! Vertues they 
all make Court to You ? No———The World 
. is not fo eafily impos’d upon ; we fee fome 
ho are form’d to infpire tenderSentiments, 
et are not follow’d by Lovers. Whence ’tis 
eafy to conclude, ThatHearts are'not gain’d 
without making confiderable Advances: 
That No body is.an humble Servantto fine 
Eyes alone: But that all the Devotions 
which are offer’d us,mult be pay’d for.Do'nt 
let.a trifling Victory then; fill-you with fo 
much Vain Glory ; Corre& a little the 
Pride of your Charms, and learn to treat 
People more civilly upon this Subje@. If 
We cou’d be fo niean asto envy your Con- 
quefts, Madam, I believe it. wou'd be no 
hard matter to do like others; and by 
throwing off all Refiraints, to let po 
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that one may have Lovers when one is fond 
of having ‘em. 

Cel. Have ‘em then o’ God’s Name, 
Madam: Let us fee this Rare Secret put 
in Pra@tice ; Force your felf to pleafe, and 
without 

Arfin. ’Tis time to end this Controverfy, 
Madam; *Twou'd tranfport us both too 
far. And indeed, I had taken my Leave, 
as I ought, before now, IfI were not 
oblig’d to wait for my Coach. 

Ce. You may ftay as long as you 
think fir, Madam, and nothing that has 
pafsd need haften you away. But, not to 
tire you with Ceremony, I'm glad I can 
now entertain you with better Company 
than my own; And that here’s a Gentle- 


man come by Chance, who will very ad- 
vantageoufly fupply my Place. ) 


Enter Alceftes. 


Cel. You'll ftay with the Lady here, 
Sir, while I Wrice a line or two that muft 
needs be difpatch’d Immediately. She'll 
be fo good, I know, asto Pardon my 
Rudenefs. [ Exit Celimene. 

Arfin. You fee Sir, I'm left to Entertain 
you for a Moment, . till my Coach comes. 
And, to fay the Truth, Celimene cou'd never 
have oblig’d me with any thing more 
Charming than fuch a Converfation. 

F People 
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5° 
People of fublime Merit draw Love and 
Efteem from every Body; and yours has 
certainly fome-Secret Charm, that engages 
my Heart in all your Interefts. I woud 
fain have the Court, by a favourable Re- 

ard, do more Juftice, Sir, to your Merit; 
Indeed you have Reafon to complain, and 
I'm angry every Day to the laft Degree, 
to fee that nothing’s done for you. 

Alcef. For me, Madam ! Why what 
Pretenfions have I?) What Service have ] 
done the State? Or what Performances 
have I to boaft of, that are in themfelves 
fo bright as to afford me juft Reafon to 
. omplain of the Court’s doing Nothing for 

He > 























Arfin. Thofe who are mark’d out for 
avours from the Court, have not always 
done the moft fignal Services. There muft 
be Opportunity as well as Power. And in 
fine, the Merit we fee in you, ought——— 
Alcet. For Heav'n’s fake no more of my 
Merit. To whatend, wou’d you trouble 
the Court about it? Troth ’twou'd have 
enough to do if ic muft make a Bufinefs of 
difcovering Merit. 
ifin. That which is very fhining, Sir, 
difcovers it felf ; yours has the Advantage 
of being generally efteem’d, And give me 
leave to tell you, that you were prais’d 
pees in two very confiderable Places, 
Y People of the greatett Confequence. 
Aleef. Why. 
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Jlecf. Why, Madam, People now 2 
days praife all the World ; and there's no- 
thing chat our Age does not confound this 
way. Every thing is afcrib’d to the fame 
great Merit. So that Praife in fhort is no 
Honour. People are furfeited with En- 
comiums, they are grown fo cheap. And 
tis not a Week, fince my Valet de Chambre 
was in the Gazerte. 

Arfin. For my Part, I wifh that,to bring 
you more into publick View, there were 
any Employment at Court that cou’d be a 
Temptation to you. If you wou’d give us 
but the leaft Signal of your Entertaining a 
Thought of it, There are Engines might 
be fer at Work, and I my felf have People 
in hand, whom I’m refolv’d to employ 
in your Favour ; and whowill make your 
way very eafy. 

Alceft. And what wou'd you have me di 
there, Madam? I have a Humour tha 
rather obliges me to Banifh my Self from 
thence. Heav’n, when it fent me into the 
World, gave mea Soul to my Portion that 
is abfolutely incompatible with the Air 
of a Court. I am not furnifh'd with the 
Qualitiesneceflary to fucceedin it, or make 
my Fortune. My chief Talent is to be 
frank and fincere ; I don’t know the Art of 
wheedling in Converfation ; And he that 
has not the Gift of concealing his Thoughts, 
ought not I’m fure to refide long in fuch a 
ya Climate, 
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the Mottification of 
Cruel Shocks. You are nog oblig’d 
my Lord fuch g one’s P 
ady fuch a one ; 
the Caprices of our hairbrain’g Mar 
Arfin. Well Sir, fince you'll hay 
We'll leave ubje@ of the Coy 


you 
d with indeed you 
meewere bette, beftow'd, You Certaj 
much Sentler Fate ; and the Lady yoy 
€ Charmd with is very undeferving of 
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© confider thar 





' 









the 
h a 
s of 
the 
ind 
nd 
ife 
ny 
ay 
5 
0, 
it 
u 


s 
s 
C 
; 








The Mis aANTROPE sv 


Arfin, Look you She’s entirely my 
Friend, and I pronounce thar fhe’s unworthy 
ro retain the Heart of a Man of your 
Merit ; and that her’s has but a very indiffe- 
rent Regard for you. 

Alcef. Ie may be fo, Madam.. ’Tis im- 
poflible to fee the bottom of a Heart. But 
your-Charity might have excus’d you from 
attacking mine wich fuch a Sufpicion. 

Arfin. If youre refolv'd, Sir,.not to be 
difabus'd, there’s nothing more to be faid. y 

Alceff. No, Madam ; -but upon this =| 
Subject whatever may be reprefented to 
Us, Doubts are more uneafy than any 
thing. And I wou'd not have any Body 
inform me of what they can’t make 
undeniably apparent. 

Arfin. Nery well Sir.° Then you shall 
receive full Conviaion upon this Matter, 
and I fhall defire you to believe nothing 
but'your own Eyes. You'll pleafe only to, 
take the Treuble to go home with me, and 
there I fhall fhew you a very Faithfull proo 
of your Mittrefs’s Infidelity. And if you 
can entertain a Paffion for another, per-- 
haps there may be Room to offer you 
Confolation. 
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Eliante and Phulintes. 


Philinte. O, — Never was fo inflexible 
a Soul, nor any Accommo- 
detion fo difficult to be efte@ed. "Twas in 
vain to try on all fides to bend him; There 
was no drawing him a jot from his Senti- 
ment. And o' my Confcience, I believe 
the Wifdom of thefe Gentlemen was ne- 
ver put to itto makeup fo whimfical 2 
Quarrel before. Look you Gentlemen, fays 
he, I don’t retra&@; Ill grant you an 
thing’ but this. And pray where’s the Af- 
front ? What wou'd he have me fay ? Does 
his not Writing well concern his Honour ? 
What harm has my Opinion done him, 
that he fhou'd refent it thus? A Man may 
be a very worthy Perfon I hope, tho’ he's 
a fcurvy Poet. This is not a Matter in 
which Honour is touch’'d. [own he’s in 
all Refpeéts a fine Gentleman ; He's a 
Man of Quality, of Meric, of Comp, 
What 
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what you will; — buta damn’d Writer. 
I'll commend his Equipage, if you pleafe, 
his way of Living, his Riding, Fencing, 
Dancing; but to chink Ill praife his 
Verfe ! —I’m his humbleServant. And when 
a Man has not the good Fortune to wrice 
better, he fhou’d not fuffer che leaft Incli- 
nation in himfelf to be Rhiming, though 
‘cwere to fave his Life. In fhort, all the 
Submiflion, to which he was with Diffi- 
culty prevail’d on to bend his ftubborn O- 
pinion,was to fay, in amuch fofter Style, as 
he thought,—I'm forry Sir, I'm fo difficult, 
and in Refpe@ to you, I fhou’d have been 
glad with all my Soul if I cou’d have lik’d 

our Song better. So to put an End to 
it, they oblig’d ‘em to shake Hands and 
drop the Profecution. 

Elian. He’s extremely Singular in hi 
Manner. But I confefs, tis what I can 
but particularly value. And that Sincerity 
of Soul he prides himfelf in, has fome- 
what veryHeroick. “Tis an uncommon Ver- 
tue at prefent, and I wifh one cou'd find 
it every where as well as in him. 

Pbil. For my Part, the more I fee of 
him, the more I’m amaz‘d at the Paffion 
to which he abandons his Heart. I canrt 
imagine, as Heav'n has. form’d him, how 
tis poffible he fhou’d entertain a thought 
of Love ; and much.lefs how your Coufin 
fhou’d be the Perfon of all the World to 
engage him, 
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Elian. "Tis plain by this Inftance, that 
Eove is not always produc’d by a likenefs 
of Humour ; iad all thofe Reafons for a 
tender Sympathy are here confuted. 

Phil. Butdo you believe, by what ap- 
pears, that fhe loves him ? 

Elian. “Tis a Matter not very eafily 
known. How can one judge whether fhe 
really loves him or not? Her Heart it felf is 
not certain of its own Senfations. She 
fometimes Loves, and does not know it; 


and at other times fancies fhe Loves, ‘and’ 


is *miftaken. 

‘Phil. U doubt our Friend will meet with 
re Trouble with this Coufin’ of yours 
than he imagines: And to fpeak freely, if 
he wereof my Mind, his Wifhes wou'd be 
directed quite another Way; and we fhou'd 
fee him, Madam, by a jufter Choice, take 
advantage of the Generofity you are 
pleas’d to difcover for him. 

Elian. For my part, I’m not for Diffem- 
bling ;-and I chink that in fuch Affairs,one 
ought to fpeak ingenuoufly. I don’t oppofé 
his prefent Paffion, but on the contrary; 
am interefted for it; and I declare, “were 
it in my Power,I wou’d put him in Poileffion 
of the Objea@ heloves. Burif che Event of 
fuch a Choice, as ‘tis not impofiible, 
fhou’d be otherwife, and he’s Deftin’d to 
make fomebody elfe happy, I own I’ve no 
Averfion to his Addreffes. And fhou’d 


not 






































not like him the lefs for his having been 
refusd by another. 

Phil. “And for my Part, Madam, Im § 
not for oppofing that charming Generofi- | 
ty you exprefs for him; and he himfelf can . 
tell you, if he pleafes, what I have faid ; 
to him about it. But if by their joyning 
Hands, you fhou’d be out of a Capacity of 
receiving his Addreffes, ic wou'd be m 
utmoft Ambition to obtain the ineftimable 
Favour you fo obligingly prefent: to him. ly 
And I thou’d be Happy, if, ‘after he has 
had the Power to decline it,. *twere pofiible 
it might be plac-d upon me. 

- Eliane Yowre Metry,  Philintes. 

Phil. No Madam, I fpeak from my Soul. 
I only: waitfor an Opportunity~of boldly u 
offering ‘ny! felf, *and am impatient — for 
the happy Moment of accomplifhing all 
my Wilhes. 


enw 3:2 Batek Alec ftes. 


Alceft. Ah Madam! do 'me ‘Juftice, ¥ 
befeech you,‘for°an Affront that has juft 
now triumph’d over all my Conftancy ! 

Elian. Why ,° what’s. the . Matter’ Sir? 
What has difcompos’d you ? 

Alcef. What ’tis Death to me to think of; 
and vwwere the ‘whole Framevof Nature dif- 
folv’d, -it—weu'd not opprefs me like this. 
‘Tis ended —— my Love I can’t — 
Elian. 
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Elion, Pray try to recover your Temper 
a little. 

Alcef. Good Heav'ns! Muft then the 
moft odious Vices of the bafeit Souls be 
joyn’d co fo many Charms? 

Elian, But once again, who cou'd give 

ou 

Alcef. Oh all’s ruin’d —Tm loft, be- 
tray'd, affafinated—Celimene —-O coud it 
ever have been imagin’d? Celimene has be- 
tray’d me, Celimene’s falfe! 

Elian. Are you fure you have jutt 
‘Grounds for that Belief ? 

Phil. Perhaps ’tis a Sufpicion lightly con- 
tiv'd, and only. a jealous Chimera that 
fits pofleffes your Soul. 

Alceft. ’S Death, Sir! meddle; wich your 
own Affairs ——{ think ‘tis Demonftrati- 
on enough of her Infidelity; Madam, to 
have it in my Pocket here, under her 
own Hand ; yes, Madam, a Letter writ to 
Orontes ; Orontes! who I thought was her 
Averfion, and who of all my Rivals gave 
me the leaft Uneafinefs. 

Phil. A Letter may deceive, and is not 
always fo culpable as one may fancy. 

Alef. Sit, once more, will you be 
pleas’d to leave me, and trouble your felf 
with what belongs to you. 

Elien, But you fhou'd moderate your 
Tranfports, and the Violence——— 
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Alcef. Madam, ‘tis a Work for you ; to 


: 
‘ you my Heart flies for Aid to free it felf 
“ from this prefling Grief. Help me to be 
e reveng’d on your ungrateful and perfidious 


Coufin who has bafely abus‘d fo conftant a 
e Paflion. Revenge me of an Injury,Madam, 
which ought to ftrike you with Horror. 

Elian, Revenge you? which Way ? 

Aleft. By receiving my Heart. Do you 
accept of it inftead of the Traitrefs? ’Tis 
thus I'd be reveng’d of her. I'd punith her 
by the profound Love, the refpe@ful Con- 
cern, the earneft Devotion, and affiduous 
Service, which I will offer you asthe moft 
ardent Sacrifice of my Soul. 

Elias. I can’t but fympathize with you, 
Sir, nor do I undervalue the Heart you 
offer me.. But the Injury perhaps is not 
fo great as on imagine ; and ‘tis poffble 
you may forego this defire of Revenges 
When the Wrong is done by an Object ft 
of Charms, ‘tis common to form Defigns 
with Violence, which are drop’d without 
Execution. It avails nothing to have the 
mott powerful Reafon for Parting ; an Of- 
fender that’s belov'd foon grows innocent. 
All the Harm that’s wifh'd her is eafily 
difpers'd; and we know very well what 
} is the Anger of a Lover. 

. Ale ft. No Madam, No——The Affront 
is Mortal, there’s no returning, and I 
break off wich her for ever. Nothing am 

ure 
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fure can change my Defign, and I fhou'd 
do a Violence to my felf to efteem her 
any more. Here fhe comes: My Rage 
is doubl'd at the fight of her. I'll confound 
her with the moft ftinging Reproach of 
her black Guile ; and then bring you a 
Heart, Madam, entirely difingag’d from 
her Perfidious Charms. 
[Exeunt Eliante and Philintes. } 
eit 
, Enter Celimene. 


Alef. Good Heav'n! is it poffible to 
Govern my Tranfports! 

Cel. Save us! — what terrible Confufion 
has fiez'd you? And what's the meaning of 
thefe deep Sighs and difmal Looks at me? 

) Alceft.. The Meaning? — that all ‘the 
moft horrid Crimes a Soul is capable’ of are 
not comparable to your Perfidioufiefs ; 
That Fate; Fortune, and Devils, and the 
perverfeft Powers in a Fury,never produc’d’ 
a Creature half fo wicked’as you. 

Cel, Tender things thefe! and which I 
can't but paffionately admire. 

Alces#. An— think not to make a Jeft 
on’t; ’Tis notime for Mirth: Rather be 
cover’d with Blufhes—you've Reafon I'm 
fure, fince I have undoubted Proofs of 
your Treachery. See here the Event of 
my prefaging Troubles! "Twas not in vain 
my Love was alarm’d. By thofe frequent 
fufpicions 
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fufpicions which were thought fo criminal, 
I only fearch’d for that Misfortune my 
Eyes have now feen. And, {pight of all 
your Precaution and fine Addrefs in ad 
Diffembling, my Genius ftill whifper’d 
me what Iwas tofear. But don’t prefume 
that I'll fuffermy wrongs unreveng’d — No 
body, ’tis true, has the Suiaead of their 
Wifhes, and I’m fenfible that Love will 
always be born Free, that there’s no taking ly 
Pofleflion of a Heart by force, but every 
Soul has a Privilege to choofe its Conque- 
rour; Ihad no Pretence to have com- 
plain’d therefore if you had treated me 
fincerely, and reje&ed my Vows at firft; 
I cou’d have blam'd nothing but my Detti- 
ny. But to fee my Paffion footh’d by a 
falfe Confeflion—’Tis bafe Deceit, ’tis Pere 
fidioufnefs that can’t be punifh’d too fe 
verely, and I cou’d allow any Freedom to 
my Refentments. Yes, you ought to fear 
every thing, after fuch an Affront; I’m 
no longer in my own Power, I'm Diftraa- 
ed, you've Stabb’d me to the Heart with a 
Mortal Wound. I yield my Soul to the 
Tranfports of juft Refentment, and what 
I may be hurry’dto do Iwill not fe-  * 
cure you. ; 
Cel. But what's the Occafion, I befeech 
you, of thefe Tragedy-Airs? Have youloft + 
your Senfes ? 





























Alceft. 


62 The MisANTROPE, 


Alcest. Pve loft em indeed; Then, then 
I loft ‘em, when firft, co my Misfortune, 
I drew from the fight of you, the Poifon 
by which I Die. When I flatter'd my felf 
to have found any Sincerity in thofe trea- 
cherous Charms which enchanted my 
Soul. 

Cel. What Treachery then have you to 
complain of ? 

Alcest. Heav’ns— That double Heart! 
how perfeély has it learn'd the skill of 
Deceiving! But, to drive it out of all its 
Holds — Look here — fee what you have 
done — This Letter may fuffice to fill you 
with the urmoft Confulion, and is an Evi- 
dence that admits of no Reply. 

el, Is it this then that difturbs you fo? 

Aleesi. Can you fee it, and not Blufh? 

Bluth? for what? 
meeit. How! — Do you joyn Audaci- 
oufnefs to Deceit? Perhaps you'll difown 
it, becaufe the Name is wanting. 

Cel, Why fhou'd I difown my Hand? 

Alceft. Is it poffible then you can be- 
hold it without being contounded with 
that Guilt 2gainft me which appears by the 
Contents ? 

Cel. As I'm ferious, you're an unaccount 
able Man! 

Alcest. What! you think to outbrave fo 
glaring a Proof? Then this Teftimony of 
your Affection for Orontes has nothing 

it 
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it feems that is injurius to me, or fhou'd 
give you Shame? 
Cel. Orontes? —who told you the Letter 
is to him? : 
Alcest. Thofe that put it intomy Hands ad 
this very Day. But fuppofe ic were to 
any body eife, han I the fame Caufe to 
complain, and wou’d you be lefs Crimi- 
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nal ? 
Cel. But fuppofe ‘tis to a Woman? —how 
are you injur’d then, and what is there in ly 


it that’s Criminal? 

Alceft. Admirably turn’d I muft confefs! 
this indeed,is a Stratagem I never expected, 
and I can’t but be intirely convin’cd by it. 
But dare you have recourfe to fuch grofs 
Impoftures ? and can you think me fo blind 
as toadmit em? Butcome—let’s fee now 
with what Air you'll maintain fo notori- 
ous a Falfity ? Let’s fee how you'll turn all 
thefe Expreffions of Flame and Paflion 
to make em proper toa Woman? I wou’'d, 
fain hear how you'll hide your Perjur'd 
i a by adjufting what I'm going to 
rea 
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Cel. Excufe me Sir — I fhan’t think fic 
to give my felf that trouble. You take 2 
upon you methinks very finely, and I 
wonder how you dare fay this to my Eace! ‘ 


Alceft. No but — without being Angry, 
pray will you take a lictle pains. to juftify Mu 
tome thele Expreflions here— 







Cel, 
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Cel. Indeed not I you may belicve 
what you pleafe, I'm very lietle concern’d 
what tis. 

Alcef. But, Ibeg of you, do but fhew 
me how this Letter cou’d be writ to a 
Woman, and I fhall be Satisfy'd. 

Cel. No, ‘tis to Orontes; Id have you 
think fo. I receive all-his Addreffes with a 
World of Pleafure. I'm charm’d with his 
Difcourfe, I-efteem his Chara&er ; and I'm 
ready to own whatever you pleafe. Go, 
do as you think fit, let nothing ftop you, 
Sir, and don’t difturb me any more. 

Alceft. Heav'n! Is it poflible to imagine 
any thing more Cruel? Was ever Lover 
treated like me? Tho’ l have the jufteft 
@aufe in the World to be angry, and ’tis I 
mat come to complain; yet the Quarrel’s 

n’'dagainftme. My Uneafinefs and Suf- 
Picions are work'dto the higheft Pitch, I'm 
left to believe every thing ; ’tis all madea 
Matter of Sport and Triumph; And yer— 
my Heart is fo abject and” foolith 
as not to be able to break its Chains, 
and Arm it felf with a generous Difdain 
againft fo ungratefull an Obje&. Perfidious 
Woman! with what Skill can you aitn my 
extreme Weaknefs upon my ‘felfj and*take 

our Advantage of the exceflive and fatal 
affion thofe deceitfull Charms have in- 
{pir'd! But for Heav’n’s fake, at leaft, clear 
your felf from a Crime. that overwhelms 
me ; 
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me; and do not longer obftinately affea 





to appear Guilty. Convince me, if poffible, a 
that this Letter may be Innocent; my Fond- | 
nefs is ready to help make it out. Con- 49 
























{train your felf then, but to Seem faithfull, 
and I'll conftrain my felf to believe you. 
Cel. Go——your jealous Fits make you 
a Fool, and you don’t deferve the Refpec 
one has for you. What cou'd force me, I'd 
fain know, to defcend'tothe meannefsof | 
playing the Hypocrite for your fake? And, y 
if my Heart were otherwife inclin’d, why’ 
fhou'd I {cruple to own it freely ? Wh.>! 
you won't admit the obliging Affurance of 
my Sentiments, in my Defence againft 
your unjuft Sufpicions? Arethey of Weight 
againft fuch a Proof? Is it not doing me 
the greateft Injury, to hearken to ’em ? 
And when ‘tis with the utmoft Effort a 
Heart brings it feif to confefs ic Loves,’ 
when the Honour of our Sex oppofes fuch’ 
Confeffions, and yet the Lover, in Regard 
to him, fees fo great an Obftacle removd} 
ought he to doubt fuch an Oracle, and not 
be Punifh’d? And is-he excufable in not 
firmly believing what is never faid but 
after the greateft Struggling and Dif- 
ficultys imaginable? Away !————flch’ 
Jealoufies deferve my*Anger, and youdre’ = { 
not worthy of one’s Concern. I'ma Fool, i 
and do my felf Wrong to retain any Re- r 
gard fos you, I ought to fix my Efteem 
G elfewere 
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elHfewhere, and give you a real Caufe to 
Complain. 

Alcef. Ah Traytrefs!. how well you 
know my Weaknefs ! ’Tis ftrange I own, 
and I’m moft certainly cheated with thefe 
tender Expreffions; But, ‘tis no matter, I 
muit follow my Deftiny ; My Soul is a- 
bandon'’d to you; Im refolv’d to make the 
utmott Sel ast Heart, and fee whether 
it can be fo hellifh as to betray me. 

Cel, No—— you don’t Love me, as you 
ought to Love me. 

Alceff. Not Love you! Nothing is 
comparable to my fuperlative Paffion; And 
in the Zeal it has to Signalize ir felf to all 
the World, it’s even tranfported to form 

ifhes againft you. Yes, I cou’d be con- 

that nobody elfe fhou’d think you 
yely, that you were reduc’d to fome very 
miferable Condition, that Heav'n had be- 
ftow’d neither Birth, Dignity, nor Wealth 
on you; that fo the generous Sacrifice of 
my Heart might repair all that Injuftice of 
your Deftiny; and I might now have 
the Pleafure and Glory to fee you receive 
every thing from the Gift of my Love. 
€e. "Tis to with me well, after a very 
oddManner. Pray Heav'n preferve me 
from affording you any Occafion—— 


Enter 
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Enter Dubois, in a Riding, Drefs with a 
Portmantle, Cloak, &c. 


Alcef#. What means this Equipage, and 
frightfull Air? 

Dubos. Oh Sir 

Ailceft. Well. 

Dubos. Scrange things! 

Alceft. What : 

Dubos. Troth Matters go but feurvily 
with Us, Sir. 

Alceft. As how? 

Dubos. Shall 1 fpeak out Sir? 

Alef. Ay, and quickly. 

Dubows. But is here No-body that . 

Alceft. Triffing Rafcal!..——. will you 
{peak ? 

Dubow. Sir, we mutt retreat. 

Alceft. How retreat ? 

Dubois. Why, we muft March off; wi 
out Beat of Drum, or. Sound of -@ 








pets 20) 
Alceft. For-what?' ; “e 
Dubois. 1 fay; we muaft leave! this Place. 
Alceft. The Reafon?’ 

Dubois. The Reafon is,’ ehae we muft be 
gone, Sir, without’ taking leave. 
( Alef. Bue whav dott thou ‘mean by‘ thefe 

Speeches? ry ndy seda bas 2 
Dubois. Mean? Sir ; — that ‘we muft 

pack up-our Awls, and fo forth. 


G2 Alee?. Dog! 
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Alceft. Dog ! I fhall break thae imperei- 
hent Pate, if you don’c explain your felf 
better. 
' Dubois. Sir, there was a Man with black 
Cloaths, and a dark Countenance, came 
ftaring in as far as the Kitchin to Jeave us 
a Paper he brought, all fo befcrawl'd, that 
he muft bea greater Conjurer than..the 
Devil, that can read a Word in'’n °Tis 
about your Law-Suit, Idare fay’; But Bel- 
zebub himfelf wou'd be puzzl'd to unrid- 
dle ir. | 

Alceft. Ha! — How's this?) — But what 
has this Paper to do, Sirrah, ‘with our 
farching off ? ) 
f-Dubois.. Why Sir, you muft jknow, that 
an hour afterwards comes a Man that is: 
often with you, and ask’d for you with all 
the earneftnefs in the World ; and finding 
you were not at home, charg’d me very 
foftly —<knowing, Sir, that I iferves yow 
with the greateft Zeal), to tell you how, 
that—Stay, his Name is———")_» 

Alceft. Let his Name alone,you Coxcomb, 
and {peak quickly what he hid t’ ve. 

_ Dubois, What'd'e call him,Monfieur, —In 






that the Danger you are in requir’d you to 
withdraw, and that you were threaten'd’ 
to be.taken up;; — 

Alceft, Did he tell you no Particulars? » ; 


ort, one .of your: Friends, ‘He told me; 


Duboit. 
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Dubois. No; He ask’d for Pen, Ink, and 
Paper, and has writ fomewhat to you, by 
which I fuppofe, you may find out the 
Bottom of this Myttery. 

Alceft. Let's Tee it then. 

Cel. What can be the Meaning of this ? 

Alceft. I don’t know — but I long to be 
fatisfy’d. Make ‘hafte , you impertinent 
Coxcomb! or I fhall fend you to the Devil. 

Dubos. Lefer having fearch’d his Pockets, ] 
Od’s Heart Sir! I've left it-on your Table. 

Alceft.1 think I'm bewiech’d to forbear— 

Cel. Don't be Angry; but make what 
hafte you can to unravel this. 

Alcefi. It feems as if Fortune had Sworn, 
in fpight of all my Endeavours, to hin- 
der. me. from any Converfation with you. 
But to triumph over this Misfortune, favour 
me with your Leave, Madam, to wait on 
you ‘agen, before the Evening. 


The End of the Fourth ACT. 


ACT. V. 
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ACT! -¥, 


Alceftes and Philintes, 


Ales. F tell you ‘tis my fix’d Refolution, 
I Péil. But were it ever fo fevere 

a Blow, muft you.therefore be oblig’d— 
Alceft. You may fpare your Labour, Sir ; 
‘tis Reafoning to no purpofe; nothing can 
hove me from what I’ve faid. No; ‘tis 
90 perverfe an Age, and Ill withdraw 
from the deteftable Commerce of Man- 
kind. What! — when Honour, Probity, 
Reputation, the Laws, All at once.are .a- 
gaintt my Adverfary; when the Integrity of 
my Caule is e’vry where Proclaim’d; when 
my Soul has refted fecure onthe firm Af- 
is furance of my Right, —~— I'm betray’d 
: by the Event, I've Juftice o’ my Side, yet 
mutt lofe my Suit ; while a Rogue, whofe 
Infamous Hiftory is every where known, 
goes off Triumphant in his black Villany. 
Teuth is bafitd by Perjury, and he finds 
means to. jaftify his cutting my Throat. 
His fawning Behaviour, thro’ which the 
Knave is manifeft, has force enough to 
. ~  fubvere 
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fubvert Property, and turn the Scale of 
Juttice. He gets his Villany Crown’d by a 
Decree, and fo far is he from contenting 
himfelf with the Wrong he has done me, 
that, to add to it, there’s adeteftable Book 
in Print, which ‘tis unpardonable even to 
read, a Piece of Stuff, not to be Nanvd 
without the utmoft Indignation ; and yet 
the Rafcal has the Impudence to father 
it, upon me. Orortes whifpers the Lye 
about too, and bafely endeavours to fup- 
port this Abufe; Oronres, that paffes at 
Gourt for a Man of Honour, and to whom 
the only Injury I've ever done, is to have 
treated him with Sincerity and Frenknefs; 
Who thruft himfelf upon me withthe moft - 
irrefiftible Importunity, and wou'd force 
fron: me my Opinion of his Verfes ; and, 
becaufe I dealt honeftly, and fcorn’d to 
betray either him or the Truth, affifts to 
load me with an invented Crime. He’s 
grown the moft implacable Enemy I have, 
and will never forgive my difliking his 
Song. And this now is the Complexion 
of Mankind! thefe are the Aédtions to 
which their higheft fenfe of Glory excites 
"em! Here fee the Truth and Fidelity, 
the virtuous Zeal, the Juftice and Ho- 
nour that’s to be found among ‘em! In 
fhort, there’s no bearing the continual 
Vexation. Therefore I'll be gone out 
of this Wildernels, this Scene of Raping 
an 
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and Murder; and fince I fee, Men live to- 
gether like Wolves and Tygers,---Traitors ! 
farewell—you fhall have my Company no 
longer! 

Phil. With Submiffion, your Refolution 
is a little too hafty ; nor is the Evil fo great 
as you make it.” Your aetarsom’ Allega- 
tion you fee has not found Credit enough 
to bring you under an Arreft. His falfe 
Report deftroys it felf, and is an Adction 
he may have caufe dearly to repent. 

Alceft. Who he! — The Infamy of fuch 
Praatices never aws him; _ he’s Licens’d 
to be a Rogue. And fo far is this Ad- 
venture from hurting his Reputation, that 
you'll fee him more triumphant than 


er. 

. dil. In fhort, ’tis plain that the Report 
e has malicioufly {pread againft you has 
been but little regarded ; So that you have 
nothing more to fear on that Side. And 
for your Caufe, ‘tis eafie to try it over 
agen, and you may bereliev’d by bringing 
your 





by this Decree, I won't allow. -my felf 
even to with ic Revers’: “Tis too plain 
by this: how barbaroufly. Right is treated, 
and I'd have it remain to all Pofterity as a 
notorious Example of the Villany of Man- 
kind in our Age. “Twill coft me indeed 
twenty Thoufand Livres—But no a 

) or 


Aleeft. No, Tl ftop here. Whate’re I lofe ° 
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For Twenty Thoufand Livres I fhall have 
a Right to Curfe the — Wickednefs 
of human Nature,and to nourifh againtt it 
ia my Breaft immortal Hatred. 

Phil. But in fhort 

Alcef. But in fhort, your Pains are 
thrown away. What can you fay more 
to me, Sir, upon this? You won't have the 
Affurance to make Excufes to my Face 
for the dev lith Vilenefs of all that’s paft ? 

Phil. No, —I grant youall you can de- 
fire. Every thing is carry’d on by Faétion 
and bafe Intereit. Nothing now-a-days 
prevails but Cunning ; And Men ought 
to be of another Make. But is their want 
of Juftice a Reafon why we fhou’d aban- 
don all Society? No— Thefe Faults in 
Life furnifh us with Opportunities of ex- 
ercifing our Philofophy; ’Tis the noble 
Employment it finds.. And if Probit 
reign'd every where, if all Hearts were 
Frank, Juft, and Traétable, for God’s-fake 
what Ufe fhou’d we have for the greateft 
Part of our Vertues? But when we add 
the PraGice to the Power, and can with 
Temper endure another's Violation of our 
Rights, and that a Heart of the moft efta- 
blith’d Goodnefs-——_—— 
| Aleeft. Sir, I know you're the com- 
pleateft Orator in the World, and that 
you ae | abound in fine Reafon- 
ings ; but all your Speeches are loft 
: H upon 
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upoh me. Reafon direés, that for my 
Welfare I fhou’d retire; I han’t Command 
ee enough of my Tongue ; I don’t know 
ee. what I might be provok'd to fay, and 
a I fhou'd bring upon my Hands a Thoufand 
Quarrels. ‘Therefore, without moreCon- 
troverfy, leave me to wait for_Celimene; I 
mufthave her Confent 'to my Defign; I 
fhall fee now if fhe really loves me, and 
this is the critical Opportunity that will 
convince me of the Truth. 
Phil. Let’s go to -Eliante, and wait for 
her coming. 
. Aleeft. No, Pm too full of Trouble. Go 
you to her, and leave me in this private 
Corner with my Melancholy. > 
Phil. "Tis leaving you with very in- 
different Company ; I'll go and perfwade 
Eliante to come to you. [ Exit. Phil; 
_ LAlceftes retires to a Corner of the Stage.) 


"= 































Enter Celimene and Orentes. 


* Oront. Yes Madam, You are to confider 

whether by fuch tender Engagements you'll 

make me entirely yours. I muft havea 
pofitive and full Declaration. No Lover 
can bear to be held in fufpence. In ‘fhort, 
ifthe Ardour of my Hame has warm'd 
your Heart, you ought not to diffemble 
it,; And, for a Proof, L-only defire you'll 
no. longer fuffer /ceftes’s Pretentions, but 
: f facrifice 
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facrifice him, Madam, to my Nobler Paf- 
fion, and Banifh him your Company from 
this very Day. 

Cel, But what.mighty Quarrel haveyou || 
againft him, Sir? You, whom I have | 
heardfpeak fo much in his Praife ? | 

Oront. As for that,Madam —why—a— 
There’s no .Occafion,.in fhort, forthefe 4 
Explanations ;_all: che: bufinefs is to know 
your Ladyfhip’s Sentiments. Be pleas’d 
then to choofe which of us you'll retain; 
My Refolution depends entirely on yours, 

Alcefies [Shewing. himfelf.] The Gentle- 
man is in the Right, Madam,.’tis fic You 
fhou'd make your Choice, and his Demand 
agrees with my Wifhes. I'm full of the fame 
prefling Concern ; my Paffion wou'd have 
{ome undoubted Mark of yours. Tis cer- 
tain chat Affairs of this Nature ought not 
to.. be: protracted, and this is the proper 
time, to/unfold your Heart. 

Oront. Oh dear Sir! I.wou'd by no means 
let the Importunity of my Paflion diftuib 
your Good Fortune. 

. Aleeft.. And I will by no means, jealous 
Sir, .or not, jealous, admit you to any Share 
ina Heart withme. 

Orent. If fhe thinks your. Loye _prefera- 
ble to mine 

Alceft. If She’s but capable of the leatt 
Thought in your Favour 

? 
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Oront, I vow I'll quit all Pretentions to 

















‘Her. , 

Alceft. I fwear folemnly I'll not fee her 
more. 

Oront. You are now to fpeak freely, 
‘Madam 


Alceft. You need not be afraid Madam, 
to explain your felf. 

Oront. You have nothing to do but to 
‘hint to us your Inclinations. 

Alceft. You have nothing to do but to 
decide at once, and choofe which of us 
you pleafe. 

Oront. Is it poffible you fhou'd feem in 
Pain about fuch a Choice ? 

Aleefi, 1s it poffible you fhou’d delibe- 
rate? 

Cel. Good Heav’ns! How improper is 
this Importunity, and how much you're 
Doth in the Wrong! ’Tis not'that I'm ata 

ofs which to choofe ; "Tis'not that my 
Heart deliberates, or is fufpended between 
You; No — nothing is eafier than 
to determine according to our Wibhes. 
But to make fuch a Declaration before 
you, is too great a Violence to me; 
and why fhowd-a Sentence, which 
cannot but diloblige,. be pronounc’d’ to 
any Body’s Face? a Heart may make 
fufficient Difcovery of its - Inclination, 
without an open Quarrel. And 'tis fuffi- 
cient, after all, if the rejected Lover is in- 

form’d 
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form’d by more gentle Evidences that 
~ Cares are not likely to be fuccefs- 
ul. 

Oront. No, I'm not afraid of a free Con- 
feffion. And I give my Vote for it. 

Alceft. And I demandit. Nay, ‘tis what 
I have the Boldnefs co infift upon, more 
than any thing. And I don’t defire to fee 
any of your exquifite Addrefs. I know 
your great Care is how to retain all the’ 
World ; but no more Amufemenr I befeech 
you! *Tis fic you fhou'd. declare very 
plainly, Madam, or I fhall take your a- 
voiding itto be a Decifion; I thall know 
how to interpret your Silence, and will 
look.upon all the worft Ican imagine, to, 
be as good as faid to me. , 

*“Oront. I think you're much in the Right 
Sir, to.be Warm on this Occafion. And 
E fubfcribe to. what you've faid. 

Cel. Deliver me! — how Teafing you 
are with your Caprices! ’tis very unreafon- 
able what you-demand. Why — han I 
told ron what ’tis reftrains me? I'll be 
judg’d by Eliante whether I'm not in the 
Right. 


Enter Eliante and’ Philanres. 


Cel. Wou'd you beliéve ‘tt, Coufin, I’m 
Perfecuted here to Death, by two Gen~ 
tlemen, whofe Humours feem_to have con- 

H 3 fpir'd 
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fpir'd to this very Purpofe. Nothing will 
farisfy em both, but I muf declare which 
; of *em I choofe ; and, by a Sentence pro- 
ye nounc’d to his Face, forbid the other any 
a future Endeavours. Pray tell me, is this. — 
ever done ? 

Elian. For God's fake don’t refer it to 
me, perhaps you confult the wrong Per- 
fon; I'm for People that fpeak plainly. 
their Thoughts. 7 

Oront, “Tis to no purpofe, Madam, to 
decline it, : epost 

Alceft,. Your Exvafions here. will be bus 
ill feconded. , 

Oront, Nay you muft, you mutt fpeak. 

Alceft. No—you need but perfilt in your 
Silence. ee per gia 

Orent, I defire but one Word to end our 
ontroverly. ee ; 
Alceft, And I underftand you without a 


Word, , 
[Enter Acaftes, Clitander, ArfinoesPhilintes.) 
Acaft. Not to offend you, Madam,.We 


are both come to unravel a certain fmalt 
Affair with you. 

Clit. You are here. very luckily, Gentle- 
men, this Matter concerns you too. 

Arfin. Madam,. you may. poffibly be fur- 
priz’d to fee me. here, But chefe Gentle- 


men 
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men are the Caufe of my coming. They 
have both been making their Complaints 
to me of an Affair which I can very hard- 
ly believe, and I've too high an Opinion 


. of you to. imagine you capable of fach 2 


Crime. No, Lcou'd not fuffer my Eyes 
to be convinc'd by their ftrongeft Proofs ; 
And therefore laying afide all petty Diffe- 
rences between Friends, I was willing to 
joyn Company with ’em, Madam, thar B 
might have the Satisfaction of feeing how 
you'll clear your felf of this Calumny. 

caf. Yes Madam, Let's fee now: with 
what Compofure of Soul you'll bear what 
follows ——This Letter, Brake ic, you writ 
to. Clitander, 

Clit. And this render Epiftle, Madam, to 
Acaftes. . 

Acaf. ¥ou'll find nothing here, Gentle 
men, but what’s very: plain to be under- 
ftood ; And. I don’t doubr but her frequent 
Civility has long made you acquainted 
with her Hand. But this I affure you is 
particularly worth the hearing. freads.} 

Youre a [trange Man, Clicander, to con 
demn my Mirth, and to reproach me, that I'm 
never y gayas when I'm not with you. No- 


thing can be a more unjult Charge. And if you 
don't immediately come and ask my Pardon, Tl 
not forgive you as long as I live. Our great 
Flemi{h Vicount 
now 


‘Tis pity he’s not here 
Our great Flemifh Vicount, with 
H. 4 whom 
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whom your Complaint begins, is 2 Man I've 
done with for ever, and finceI once faw him 
y  —s for balf am Hour together ingenioufly {pitting 
= into the Bafin of a Fountain to make Circles in 
the Water, I have not been able to entertain a 
tolerable Thought of him. As for the little 
Margquefs that held me Yefterday fo lomg by the 
Hand, —Meaning without Vanity, Gentle- 
, men, your humble Servant—My Notion of 
bim is, that there is not in Nature any thing fo 
trivial as bis whole Perfon and Charaéer. And 
thefe are your People of that fort of Merit which 
cinfifts.in a Sword and Feather. Then for 
the grave Gentleman in green Ribbons. 
‘Tis coming to you, Sir, [to Alceftes] He 
ferves to divert me fometimes with bis Blunt- 
nafs and humourfome Chagrin, but upon a thou- 
fand Occafions I think him the moft troublefome 
ature in the World. And for Monfieur the Man 
of Sonnets---- Now for your Part (to Orontes} 
For Monfieur the Man of Sonnets, who fets up 
for a Wit, and will be an Author in [pight of 
Nature and all the World, I can't for my Life 
give my [elf the Torture to hearken toa Word he 
fays, and bis Profe is as Naufeous tome as bis 
Verfe. Will you pleafe to affure your felf then, 
that I'm not always fo wonderfully entertain'd 
as you imagine ; That I find more to fay to 
you than I coud wifh, in every Company I'm 
drawn into 3 And that the Prefence of People 
we love adds always a mighty Relifh to our 
Pleafurcs. 





Clitan. Now 
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Clitan, Now for me Gentlemen. [Reads.] 

{To Acaftes.] Yur Clirander, whom you 
Speak of, and who affects fo much the Gallant, 
is the laft Man in the World I {how'd have a 
Friendfhip for. He's mad, in hort, to dream 
that be is belov’d, and you to blame net to 
believe you are. Therefore to fet you right in 
your Reafon, change Sentiments with him, and 
fee me as often as you can to {upport me under 
the Perfecution be gives me. 
_ A very fine Model this of a Charaéer! 
And I need not tell your Ladyfhip what is 
the proper Name for it. We fhall only do 
you the Juftice, Madam,, to go into all 
publick Places and expofe to View this 
glorious Pi@ture of your Heart, 

Acaf. I might fay fomiething to you now, 
and here’s Subje& enough before me. B 
the Deuce take me. if I think you wor 
my Anger. And I hhall let you fee I gad) 
that the little Marqueffes, for their Con- 
folation, have Hearts of a much higher 
Price. 

Oront. What! Is this my Ufage then 
after aH. you have Writ to me? Has your 
Heart, in the falfe Drefs of pretended Love, 
made a Prad@ice of promifing it felf by 
Turns to all Mankind? Go——as great a 
Bubble as I’ve been, I am now tach no 
longer ; You have done me one Favour 
at leaft; in teaching me to know you. I'm 
a gainerby ic of a Heart which you thus 
reftore 
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P| reftore me, and fhall find “— Revenge, 
) | Madam, in your Lofs—[ro Alcett.] Sir, Ihave 
/) no more Objeétions to yourPaffion,Iaffure 
» you, andyou may conclude with the Lady 
as foon as you pleafe. 

Arfin, Well! this is abfolutely one of the 
moft babarous Adtions in the World ——~I 
am fhock’d at it, and can’t forbear fpeak- 

' ing. Was ever any Proceeding like your 
sdyihip’ ' As for the Croud of your Pre- 
tenders, I don’t concern my felf———But 
for This Gentleman, that had fix’d your 
Happynefs! A Man of His Honour and 
Merit! and one who was fend of you to 
»»,Xdolatry ——was he a Man to 
) Alceft. Pray will you leave me, Madam, 
D manage my own Interefts, and don’t 
ake upon your felf a needlefs Trouble. 
Your engaging in my Quarrelwilt be to 
no Purpofe, Fm not in a Capacity of 
making a Return to your great Zeal. And 
ou are not the Perfon I cou’d think of, 
if I fhou'd defire to reyenge my felf by 
another Choice. 

A: fin. Alas! Sir. Do you imagine We 
cou’d entertain fuch a Thought, or that 
any body is in fuch defperate Fits to have 
you ? No, you ’re exceffively Vain, if you 
flatter your felf with any fuch Belief. This 
Lady’s Refufe js choice Ware indeed to fet 
one’s Heart upon! Undeceive your felf 
pray,and learn to be fome what lefs haughty. 
People 
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People of my Rank are not for fuch as You. 
Youll do well Sir, to Languihh ftill for your 
Miftrefs here, and I fhall long to fee fo 
delicious a Match. [ Exit, 

Alceft. Well—— Thus far I have been 
filent, in f{pight of all I have feen and 
heard; and I've given every body leave to 
os before me. Is it fufficient, Madam ?— 

ave I govern’d my felf long enough, and 
ma Fy = 3a as & P 
_ Cel. Yes, you, may, Sir, you. may fay, 
every, thingie the World. You haye. Cau 
to complain, and to reproach me, as much 
as you pleafe. LI-have been tojblame, and 
in. my. Confufion will not offer to make any, 
frivolous. Excufes. Tho’ I defpife the 
Anger of the other Gentlemen, to you] 
plead Guilty. . Your. Refemement no dou 
isreafonable, and I know how Criminal 
muft needs, appearto you; I know thal 
every thing {peaks me unfaithfull ; and that 
in fhort, you have abundant Reafon. to hate 
me >~-Hate me. therefore—-I give my con- 
fent tain, . 

Aleef. Can Lthen, Traytrefs, cam I at 
once get the Victory over all my Tendes+ 
nefs? And tho E fhou’d ever fo firmly refolve 
to hate you-rHave I a Heart, alas! chat 
will obey me? [to Eliante and Philintes.} 
You fee here the, firange Effe& of an 
ufurping and unworthy Paflion; I make you 
both Witnefles of my Weaknels. Bur, cr 

te 
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tell you the Truth, thisisnot all ; Pil carry 
it to the utmoft Extreme, and convince 
you with how little Reafon we are call’d 
Wife, and that in all Hearts there’sftill too 
much of Man. Yes, perfidious Woman! 
I'm willing to forget your Crimes, and 
cover em under the Name of a Frailty into 
which your Youth has been betray’d by. 

\ the Vice of the Times—Provided you'll 
heartily joyn with me in a Defign I have 
form’d to abandon all Mankind ; and now 
refolve to follow meto m Defart, where 
I've Sworn to pafé in Solitude the Reft of 

my Life. This is the only way by which 
you can efface the Guilt of your Letters. 
And by which, after a Difcovery, which 
Moght to raife Abhorrence in a Noble 
eart, Ican juftify my felf in perfevering 
D love you. . oo < aia 
* Cel. My Stars!——what! renounce the 


bury my felf alive in a Defare ? ' 
" Alee. Why, if your Flame is equal. to 
mine, what fignifies all the Reft of the 
World to you? Are not your - Wifhes 
fatisfy’d in me? CORNY O08 a 

Cel, But Solitude at Twenty’: is a 
moft frightfull Thing. “*I have not a 
Soul heroick enough to engage in any 
fuch Refolution. If the giving you my 
' Hand wou'd content you, Sir, I cou’d’ 
poflibly yield to that, and 





Alcefs. No—— 





World before I'm grown Old? And go 





hends the.wholeof.. my Ambition,..audtI 
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Now Ideteft you. And | 
this Refufal has contributed more to my | 
Cure than all befides. Since your Heartis || 
not fo United to mine, as tobe able to | 
find allin me, as well as I in you, Go—— 
I rejec& you, as becomes me; and this 
ftabbing Affront has for ever freed me from 
your Tyranny. [Exit Celimene. | 

Alceft. [to Eliante.| Your, Beauty,Madam, 
is adorn’d by a Thoufand noble Vertues, 
and in you alone Ihave found Sincerity. 
I have long had a juft Efteem for you ; but 
let me always efteem youas I have, without 
prefuming to offer a Heart, diftraéted with 
various Troubles, to the Honour of wearing 
your Chains. Iam fenfible I'm unworthy 
of it, and I begin to know at laft that 
Heav’n has not form’d me for any fuch 
Alliance ; That it woud be too mean 
Homage to prefene you the Refufe of 
Heart not worthy of your accepting, and 
that in fhort 

Eliant. You may purfue that Thought. 
I am not at a Lofs about beitowing my 
Hand, and here's your Friend, I dare fay, 
without troubling my fe!lf further, wou'd 
not be averfe to accepting it. 

Phil. That Honour, Madam, compre- 








fhou’d think my Life but a cheap Sacrifice 
to the Hopes of obtaining it. 


Alceft. May 
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" ; Aleeft. May you both then live to tafte 
|) the trueft Felicity, in retaining for ever'the 

\ dame Value of each other. While I, be- } 

|  tray’d on every fide, and cover'dwithIn- /, 
jurys, retire from a Scene where Vice is 
Triumphant, and go feek fome remote 
(Corner of the Earth; where one may 
enjoy the Liberty of being Honeft. 


| = Exit. 
i a Phil. Come, Madam, let's follow him, |. 
’ and ufe all our Endeavours to divert him 


from his Defign. 


— * 





THE END, °° ' By 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


BY THE 


BOOKSELLERS. 


Prefix'd to Number I. of the Monthly A- 
mufement. Which contain’d the Novel 
of the LittleGyp/y, done from the Spani{h 
of Cervantes by Mr. F. Oxell. 


N Ccording to the Title, “tis defign’d to pub- 

















lifh every Month a Novelor a Play, and fome- 

times both together, fele&ted from the moft 
Valuable ‘panifh,French,and Italian Writers. The Tranf- 
lations will be done ;by feveral of the beft Hands. 
All the Novels of CERVANTES, and the beft Come- 
dies of MOLIERE, will lead the Van in this intend- 
ed Colleéion. It fhall be no lefs our Care, than it 
muft be our great Expence, to make this Defign as 
compleat as we can, by engaging fuch Perfons in 
it as are efteem’d to have a good Tafte and Syle. I 
the Publick rellifh an Entertainment of this kind, we 
can furnifh Plenty ; if not, ’twill be to no Purpofe 
to importune them: In either Cafe, whether we go 
far or fhort in this Defign, the Buyers of what we 
fhall have Encouragement to publith, will fuffer no 
Difappointment ; becaufe every Piece will be an ine 
tire Work of it felf. 





If any Gentleman or Lady, fhall be pleas’d to advife 
or contribute to the Improvement of this Defign, a 4 
may dire& their Letters to our Shops, and have fuc 
their Favours thankfully acknowledg’d in the Man« 
ner they fhall chufe. 


